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3233  The  Boulevard,  April,  1960. 


Dear  Girls, 

This  is  written  from  the  new  school,  just  two  weeks  after  the  day  we  packed 
up  the  old  one.  1  hope  that  the  last  day  there  is  a  happy  memory  for  you,  as  it  is  for 
me.  I  invited  Miss  Benson  to  have  tea  and  then  remembered  that  there  would  be  no 
tea,  no  hot  water  and  no  cups.  My  last  morning  was  hung  round  with  thermos  flasks 
and  as  time  wore  on  with  an  increasing  collection  of  things  that  nobody  knew  what 
to  do  with.  You  were  all  tying  on  labels  and  running  out  of  stars.  The  movers  were 
greatly  impressed  by  your  efforts. 

Miss  Seath  assures  me  that  even  The  Study  had  never  had  a  moving  like  this 
moving.  The  others  were  exciting  and  people  were  kind,  but  this  one  had  its  moments 
of  sheer  melodrama  and  people  were  incredibly  kind.  The  first  crisis  came  on  Thursday 
morning  when  about  forty  poeple,  staff,  girls  and  old  girls,  arrived  to  unpack  and  put 
things  away.  They  found  themselves  in  the  dustiest  building  that  I  have  ever  seen; 
there  was  not  a  place  where  you  could  put  anything  down.  Everybody  simply  seized 
the  nearest  implement  and  went  to  work.  Miss  Ingham  brought  a  taxi  load  of  dusters 
and  by  noon  civilization  was  emerging  in  spots.  To  watch  it  emerge  under  people’s 
hands  was  fascinating.  It  took  three  days  to  go  from  the  original  chaos  to  the  building 
which  a  reporter  described  as  the  gleaming  new  school:  it  was  all  done  by  Study  hands. 
Just  as  the  original  little  tots  in  1915  “got  school  ready”,  so  we  in  i960  got  school 
ready.  That  is  probably  why  it  feels  so  much  like  home. 

The  saga  of  the  lockers  has  passed  into  school  history.  First  they  could  not 
be  removed;  then  they  could  not  be  repaired;  then  they  looked  like  an  impossible 
mess  of  scrap  iron.  They  were  moved;  most  of  them  were  repaired  and  the  locker 
rooms  were  in  apple  pie  order  for  use  on  Tuesday  morning.  They  will  surely  be  haunted 
by  the  ghost  of  the  chairman  in  overalls,  aided  by  governors  and  friendly  fathers  in 
their  oldest  clothes  and,  at  the  end,  by  a  couple  of  professional  workmen  who  were 
kept  happy  with  hot  chicken  pie  and  strong  coffee. 

Let  no-one  claim  that  the  age  of  miracles  is  past. 

At  the  end  of  the  first  week  some  parts  of  our  pattern  are  already  clear. In 
spite  of  minor  crises  at  the  rate  of  two  a  day  and  workmen  under  foot  at  intervals, 
our  adaption  has  been  remarkably  easy.  We  might  have  had  a  lunch  room  for  years. 
Ropes  were  put  in  the  gymnasium  at  eleven  thirty  and  girls  were  climbing  them  at 
twelve.  It  would  not  be  true  to  say  that  drawings  have  been  made  of  all  the  views 
from  all  the  windows,  but  the  Sixth  Form  Art  class  has  made  an  ambitious  start.  We 
are  enjoying  space  and  air  quite  as  much  as  we  thought  we  would,  and  enjoying  the 
amalgamation  of  the  two  schools  even  more,  for  the  older  and  the  younger  girls  have 
always  wanted  to  know  each  other  better. 

These  days  have  had  one  element  of  surprise.  Comfortable,  convenient,  up  to 
date,  we  expected  the  school  to  be — we  did  not  know  that  it  was  going  to  be  beautiful. 
The  word  is  not  too  strong,  and  a  faint  gasp  still  echoes  in  the  halls.  We  had  not  quite 
anticipated  the  proportions  and  the  colour — this  last  due  to  the  eye  of  an  Old  Girl. 
In  the  grounds,  though  they  are  unfinished,  little  blue  flowers  came  out  to  surprise  us. 
From  the  windows  you  can  look  on  a  clear  day  to  distant  mountains.  The  class  rooms 
of  my  school  days  looked  out  to  wide  horizons.  I  hope  that  you  enjoy  your  view  as 
much  as  I  did  mine. 

The  whole  of  this  experience  has  been  bigger  than  we  planned.  The  whole  of 
life  is  a  combined  operation,  but  this  has  been  a  singularly,  combined  one  as  all  the 
barriers  of  age  and  viewpoint  broke  down  in  a  community  of  purpose.  The  mood  has 
not  ended  with  the  moving:  let  us  hope  it  never  will.  Its  symbol  is  a  member  of  the 
Lower  School  whose  name  I  do  not  know.  She  was  found  clearing  the  dead  leaves 
away  from  the  scyllas  “to  help  them  to  grow  better”.  So  may  we  go  on! 

Yours  affectionately, 

/f^ti 
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STAFF  NOTES 


We  were  all  very  sorry  to  hear  of  the  resignation  of  Madame  Gaudion  at  the 
end  of  last  year,  but  we  are  still  kept  in  constant  touch  with  her,  as  she  comes  in  four 
days  a  week  to  give  coaching  lessons.  Madame  is  also  decorating  the  Sixth  Form’s 
Room  in  the  new  school. 

Last  year  the  Junior  School  lost  two  of  its  staff  members,  Miss  MacLaren  and 
Miss  Oliver-Bellasis,  whose  places  have  been  taken  by  Miss  Harbron  and  Miss  Newton, 
teaching  Lower  A  and  Lower  B  respectively.  Unfortunately,  Aliss  Good  had  to  return 
to  Ireland  in  the  middle  of  this  year,  as  her  mother  had  taken  ill  suddenly.  Mrs. 
Kaufmann  replaced  her  and  is  temporarily  the  Upper  B  form  mistress.  As  Miss  Rey- 
burn  she  taught  at  both  The  Priory  and  St.  George’s  schools. 

Next  year  the  school  will  be  without  Miss  Howard,  as  she  wishes  to  see  more 
of  Canada  and  is  planning  to  live  in  Vancouver. 

On  a  happier  note,  Mrs.  Lennard,  formerly  Miss  Coleman,  is  returning  to  the 
staff  of  the  Lower  School.  Those  of  you  who  remember  her  will  be  interested  to  know 
that  her  young  daughter  Carole  is  now  old  enough  to  be  left. 

Madame  LeGrand,  who  helped  us  out  last  year,  has  taken  over  the  teaching 
of  French  to  the  Fourth  and  Fifth  Forms,  and  is  form  mistress  of  the  LIpper  Fifth. 
Mademoiselle  Revai  is  leaving  us  at  the  end  of  this  year.  She  has  been  teaching  older 
students  in  courses  at  Sir  George  Williams  University,  and  she  has  secured  a  position 
at  Trafalgar  School  For  Girls,  teaching  in  the  High  School.  The  Sixth  Form  is  deeply 
grateful  to  Mrs.  Little  for  taking  on  their  French  classes. 

The  entire  school  was  extremely  sympathetic  after  Miss  Dickie’s  unfortunate 
accident  in  which  she  broke  her  hip.  She  was  ordered  by  her  doctor  to  take  a  complete 
rest  for  the  remainder  of  the  school  year.  All  of  us  hope  that  she  will  be  well  enough  to 
return  in  the  fall.  During  her  absence  Mrs.  Mostyn  is  looking  after  our  appetites  and 
next  year  she  will  be  the  dietitian  in  the  new  school. 

The  school  is  very  proud  of  Miss  Passmore,  who  is  going  to  study  next  year 
in  the  south  of  France  at  Aix-en-Provence  on  a  Rotary  Foundation  Fellowship. 

We  should  all  like  to  welcome  the  new  staff  to  the  school  and  wish  those  who 
are  leaving  it  the  best  of  luck. 

The  class  of  i960  would  also  like  to  express  its  gratitude  to  Miss  Marshall, 
who  is  now  the  Sixth  Form  Mistress.  Her  understanding  and  assistance  have  been 
appreciated  by  all  of  us. 

Lilian  Stein 


5 


School  Officials 

Head  Girl  -  --  --  --  -  J  \cqueline  Evans 

Sub-Head  -  --  --  --  -  Diana  .McLernon 

Gaines  Gaptain  -------  Susan  Sharp 


PREFECTS 

Susan  Darling 
| acqu r:u n e  Evans 
Diana  McLernon 


Lynne  Parish 
Susan  Sharp 
Lilian  Stein 


EOF!  ■ OR  I  A  L  SEC l  K  )N 

“/Hie  is  bu.xinn  nesses  there ,  and  bookes  for  to  rede  and  to  lerne , 
And  great  love  and  lykinge  for  each  of  hem  loveth  other.''1 

Piers  Plowman. 


EDFFOR 

Lynne  Parish 


EDITORIAL 

Susan  Darling 
Jacquelin e  Evans 
Abby  MacInnes 
Diana  McLernon 


COMMITTEE 

Heather  MacLean 
Susan  Sharp 
Lilian  Stein 
Ann  Thom 


EDITORIAL 

“One  generation  plants  the  trees,  the  other  reaps  the  shade.”  This  quotation 
may  be  applied  to  many  phases  of  life.  \\  ith  the  opening  of  the  new  school,  one’s 
mind  is  apt  to  travel  back  to  the  generations  before.  They  planted  and  nurtured  a 
tiny  seed,  but  now  this  seed  has  grown  into  a  strong  sturdy  tree,  a  tree  whose  roots 
have  buried  themselves  deep  in  the  soil,  and  have  taken  the  food  of  friendship,  faith 
and  loyalty  up  through  the  trunk  to  the  spreading  branches  above. 

Our  move  from  the  old  school  buildings  to  our  present  site  on  the  Boulevard 
can  be  compared  to  the  transplanting  of  this  tree.  \\  e  hope  that  the  roots  will  quickly 
take  hold  in  the  new  soil  and  our  tree  continue  to  flourish  as  in  the  past,  and  that  like 
its  branches,  the  many  girls  who  have  grown  up  and  away  from  it,  will  continue  to 
draw  from  it  those  qualities  of  friendship,  faith  and  loyalty. 

A  visitor  entering  the  new  school  will  feel  the  warm  friendly  atmosphere 
which  penetrates  the  whole  building,  for  it  is  a  mixture  of  the  old  and  the  new.  As  we 
look  at  the  big  airy  gymnasium,  the  quiet  cosy  library,  the  carved  wooden  doors, 
polished  to  a  rich  glow,  we  can  truly  sec  how  we  have  “reaped  the  shade”  from  the 
past  generations. 

Through  the  combined  efforts  of  the  Staff  and  of  Study  Girls  both  old  and 
new,  our  move  to  the  Boulevard  has  been  a  more  than  happy  and  beneficial  one. 
Although  we  of  the  graduating  class  have  but  a  short  time  to  enjoy  the  advantages  of 
the  new  school,  we  feel  sure  that  future  generations  to  enter  The  Study  will  see  this 
transplanted  tree  continue  to  thrive  and  grow  ever  stronger. 
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Prefects — Standing,  left  to  right:  Lynne  Parish,  Susan  Darling,  Susan  Sharp,  Lilian  Stein.  Seated:  Diana  McLernon, 
Jacqueline  Evans. 


JACQUELINE  EVANS 


“Oh  she  sits  high  in  all  people' s  hearts." 

If  only  we  knew  how  she  does  it.  A  crisis  is  conquered 
before  it  develops  by  Jay’s  competent,  managing  hands. 
As  Head  Girl,  she  fulfilled  her  innumerable  duties  with 
an  admirable  efficiency.  Her  subtle  humour  and  comical 
inspirations  form  only  part  of  Jackie’s  lighter  side. 
Jay  delights  in  meeting  the  challenge  which  she  searches 
for  in  her  studies  and  sports  and  somehow  she  always 
manages  to  overcome  all  obstacles.  We  know  that  her 
friendly  manner  will  be  an  asset  in  whatever  she  does. 

Activities: 

Head  Girl 
Prefect 

First  Basketball  Team,  ’s8-’59-’6o 
Second  Basketball  Team,  ’5 5-’ 5 6-5 /-’5 8 
Senior  Ski  Team,  ’5 8-’59 
Junior  Ski  Team,  ’56-57 

DIANA  McLERNON 


“ Brevity  is  the  soul  of  wit." 

Di  has  been  a  most  capable  Sub-Head  and  prefect  of 
the  school  as  well  as  a  rallying  head  of  Delta  Beta.  Her 
vivacity,  no  doubt  provided  by  her  daily  box  of  raisins, 
has  set  the  mood  of  many  a  Sixth  Form  gathering.  Her 
carefree  personality  is  accompanied  by  a  persevering 
scholastic  ability.  As  the  curtain  falls  on  Di's  last  year 
at  the  Study,  it  assures  us  that  she  will  continue  to  en¬ 
liven  people  wherever  she  is  with  her  humorous  speeches. 
Activities: 

Sub-Head  of  the  School 
Prefect 

Head  of  Delta  Beta 
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SHERRILL  CHRISTMAS 

“ Dearly  beloved ,  how  clearly  I  see 
That  maths  were  never  made  for  me." 

Sherrill  is  one  of  the  few  class  members  who  has  been  at 
The  Study  right  through  school.  During  this  time  she 
has  turned  her  attention  to  varied  interests,  and  we  are 
constantly  amazed  by  her  extensive  knowledge  of 
current  events,  which  is  most  apparent  in  history 
discussions.  We  have  been  glad  to  share  Sherrill’s 
activities  and  experiences  through  the  amusing  accounts 
which  she  has  given  us. 

Activities: 

Senior  Ski  Team,  ’59-’6o 


PENNY  CORNEIL 

“ lie  flung  himself  upon  his  horse  and  rode  madly  off 
in  all  directions." 

When  Penny  walks  into  the  class  with  her  sunny  person¬ 
ality,  many  a  gloomy  moment  is  forgotten.  As  Sub- 
Head  of  Mu  Gamma,  Penny  carries  her  responsibilities 
with  interest  and  enthusiasm.  Her  consideration  for 
others  is  especially  seen  in  Maths  classes  as  she  hands 
out  helpful  hints  to  those  in  need.  Her  athletic  abilities 
find  expression  in  tennis,  and  she  has  been  an  asset  to 
the  school  team. 

Activities: 

Sub-Head  of  Mu  Gamma 
ist  Tennis  Team,  ’ 5 5-’ 5 6-' 5 7,  ’§g-’6o 
2nd  Tennis  Team,  ’5 7-’5 8~’59 
2nd  Basketball  Team,  -56-’5 7-’5 8 


DIANA  COVERT 

“  What  do  we  live  for,  if  it  is  not  to  make  life  less 
difficult  for  others?" 

A  considerate  member  of  the  form,  Button  has  always 
had  a  hand  ready  to  help  her  classmates.  She  has  even 
been  willing  to  supply  our  stationery  needs  with  her 
ready  store  of  equipment.  We  are  all  most  impressed  by 
her  characteristic  neatness.  She  handles  her  Sixth  Form 
responsibilities  well  and  is  a  person  upon  whom  we  can 
always  rely.  Her  patience  and  agreeable  personality 
have  been  two  more  of  Button’s  admirable  qualities 
since  Lower  B. 


SUSAN  DARLING 

"Deeds,  not  words ,  will  save  the  world." 

Sue’s  inteiest  in  retarded  and  crippled  children  has  been 
demonstrated  for  several  years  by  the  time  which  she 
has  given  for  their  welfare.  As  school  treasurer,  she  is 
still  working  along  this  charitable  line  and  her  mathe¬ 
matical  ability  has  enabled  her  to  carry  out  this  duty 
with  efficiency.  Her  surprising  capability  of  having 
everything  prepared  on  time  (exams),  coupled  with  her 
always  willing  and  helpful  hand  have  made  Sue  a 
responsible  and  admired  prefect. 

Activities: 

Prefect 

School  Treasurer 

ist  Basketball  Team,  ’^q-’bo 

2nd  Basketball  Team,  ”5 8-’59 
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LUCINDA  HARPER 

“No  great  discovery  was  ever  made  without  a  bold 
guess." 

Our  classroom  discussions  have  ever  been  enlivened  by 
Cinda’s  keen  argumentative  spirit.  We  can  look  to  her 
for  an  opinion  in  all  matters,  for  she  has  always  taken 
an  interest  in  others  and  school  activities  but  still  finds 
time  for  charitable  works.  Next  year  will  see  Cinda  in 
Switzerland  and  later  we  know  that  she  will  make  a 
success  of  her  unwavering  wish  to  become  a  nurse. 

ABIGAIL  MACINNES 


SHERRILL  NELSON 


“  When  people  agree  with  me ,  I  always  feel  that  I 
must  be  wrong." 

Since  Lower  B,  Abby  has  made  her  way  down  from  the 
dizzy  heights  of  Westmount  Mountain  to  join  us.  She 
has  always  been  a  strong  Study  supporter  and  con¬ 
tributed  this  year  especially  through  Kappa  Rho,  which 
she  has  led  with  spirit  and  drive.  Abby’s  humour  and 
her  own  idea  that  Abby  does  no  right  are  our  source  of 
constant  amusement.  In  outside  activities,  enthusiastic 
in  all,  her  aptitude  lies  in  many  sports  and  art. 
Activities: 

Head  of  Kappa  Rho 

Games  Captain  of  Kappa  Rho  ’58-’59-’6o 
ist  Basketball  Team,  fg-'6o 
2nd  Basketball  Team,  ’s6-’57-’58 
Senior  Ski  Team,  ’58-’59-’6o 
Junior  Ski  Team,  ’ 56-’5 7 


“ Why  take  life  seriously  ?  You  will  never  get  out  of  it 
alive." 

Perhaps  Sherrill  is  teased  about  being  the  smallest 
member  of  the  form,  but  she  contributes  to  our  class  in 
a  big  way.  We  enjoy  her  cheerful  outlook  and  origin¬ 
ality.  She  relishes  the  fresh  air  when  “bombing”  down 
ski  hills,  but  has  a  definite  aversion  to  its  presence  in 
classrooms.  Her  easy  manner  will  be  missed  at  the 
school,  but  it  is  amongst  the  many  qualities  which  will 
continue  to  gain  friendship  for  her. 

Activities: 

Games  Captain  of  Beta  Lambda,  ’59-’6o 
Senior  Ski  Team,  ’58-’59-’6o 
Junior  Ski  Team,  ’ 56-’5 7 


LYNNE  PARISH 

"She  holds  us  with  her  glittering  eye." 

This  has  been  an  especially  busy  year  for  Lynne.  Con¬ 
sidering  her  duties  as  prefect  and  househead  and  the 
responsibility  of  being  magazine  editor,  we  often 
wonder  how  Lynne  has  managed  to  do  it  all.  Each  task 
has  been  done  uncomplainingly  and  with  competence. 
Beta  Lambda  under  her  encouragement  has  done 
exceedingly  well.  Lynne’s  obvious  love  of  children  will 
soon  endear  her  to  them  in  the  teaching  profession 
which  she  plans  to  enter. 

Activities: 

Prefect 

Head  of  Beta  Lambda 
Editor  of  the  Magazine 
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SALLY  PORTEOUS 

“  They  tell  me  that  euphoria  is  the  feeling  of  feeling 
wonderful.  IV elf  to-day  I  feel  euphorian." 

W  hatever  Sally  desires  to  accomplish,  she  does  to  per¬ 
fection.  Her  talents  are  varied  and  excelling.  While 
achieving  her  first  class  marks,  she  not  only  takes  the 
time  to  exercise  her  artistic  ability  (and  her  sports  car) 
but  also  shows  gifts  in  music.  Sally  intends  to  go  to 
McGill  next  year  to  take  architecture.  We  are  sure  that 
she  will  be  just  as  successful  in  planning  her  own  future 
as  she  will  be  in  planning  the  future  buildings  of 
A  lontreal. 

Activities: 

Sub-Head  of  Kappa  Rho. 

“  The  zei/l  to  do,  the  soul  to  dare." 

An  inquiring  mind  characterizes  our  class  philosopher 
who  is  ever  searching  for  underlying  answers.  Her 
judgment  is  valued  and  willingness  appreciated.  From 
the  first  snowflake  to  the  last  spring  slush,  Angie  is  seen 
north-bound  in  her  little  auto.  Her  sporting  enthusiasm 
is  revealed  also  through  her  unfailing  presence  at  every 
basketball  game  as  official  time  keeper.  Oh!  one  more 
point — If  anyone  feels  the  need  of  a  heated  discussion, 
please  report  to  Miss  Richardson. 

Activities: 

Sub-Head  of  Delta  Beta 
Senior  Ski  Team,  ’5q-’6o 
Junior  Ski  Team,  ’56-’57 


ANGELA  RICHARDSON 


SUSAN  SHARP 


“ Nothing  great  is  ever  achieved  without  enthusiasm." 
Everyone  knows  Sue  for  her  excelling  athletic  ability. 
She  has  led  the  form  in  most  sports  for  the  past  six 
years  and  as  Games  Captain  has  spread  her  own  en¬ 
thusiasm  throughout  the  school,  filer  cheerful  personal¬ 
ity  combined  with  a  serious  approach  to  her  studies 
and  responsibilities  have  made  Sue  a  dependable  pre¬ 
fect.  As  if  she  were  not  already  busy  enough,  Sue  has  led 
AIu  Gamma  with  equal  interest  through  this  year  of 
strong  inter-house  competition. 

Activities: 

Prefect 

Games  Captain  of  the  school 
Head  of  Mu  Gamma 
Games  Captain  of  Mu  Gamma 
ist  Basketball  Team,  ’55-'^ G-’ 5 7-’ 5 8-’ 5 9~’6o 
2nd  Basketball  Team,  ’ 5 4-’ 5 5 
ist  Tennis  Team,  ’s8-’59-’6o 

LILIAN  STEIN 

“ Happiness  is  like  jam — you  cant  spread  even  a 
little  without  getting  some  on  yourself." 

Lil’s  spontaneous  wit,  caused  by  her  unique  perception 
of  subtle  humour,  has  provided  the  class  with  many  a 
comical  moment.  She  also  has  a  serious  side,  and  as  a 
reliable  prefect,  she  has  shown  her  enthusiasm  for 
school  affairs.  W  henever  we  come  upon  difficulty,  we 
turn  to  fiil  who  will  give  her  remedy.  “Everything  will 
be  all  right.”  Against  Lil’s  modest  wishes,  we  con¬ 
gratulate  her  on  her  great  success  in  riding. 

Activities: 

Prefect 
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VERA  STASTNY 

“ And  still  they  gaz'd,  and  still  the  wonder  grew 
That  one  small  head  could  carry  all  she  knew." 

Now  that  she  has  become  one  of  “us”,  it  is  hard  to 
believe  that  Vera  has  spent  only  this  year  at  the  school. 
We  have  delighted  in  her  stories  and  her  grasp  of  the 
funny  side  of  any  situation,  and  at  other  times  we 
welcome  her  quietness  of  manner.  Besides  her  interest 
in  modern  dancing,  Vera  has  an  extraordinary  and  ad¬ 
mirable  aptitude  for  languages  which  is  certain  to  be 
invaluable  to  her  in  any  field  of  endeavour. 


MARGARET  WALLACE 

“ She  liked  to  like  people ,  therefore  people  liked  her." 
Our  delegate  from  Montreal  West  contributes  to  both 
the  form  and  the  whole  school  an  easy  friendliness  and 
an  interest  in  others.  We  all  admire  her  ability  to  sew 
and  to  manage  all  domestic  affairs,  which  she  does  with 
obvious  pleasure.  Such  able  handling  she  has  repeatedly 
demonstrated  at  school,  this  year  in  her  duty  as  a 
school  treasurer.  Adding  athletics  to  these  qualities, 
we  are  assured  that  Marg  will  do  equally  well  at 
Western  University. 

Activities: 

School  Treasurer 

Sub-Head  of  Beta  Lambda 

Second  Basketball  Team,  ’ 5 7-’ 5 8,  ’59-’ 60 


FIRE  BY  THE  SEA 
As  the  angry  waves  beat  upon  the  rocks 
And  the  gulls  drifted  in  the  sky, 

A  fire  was  started  on  the  cliffs  above  the  sea 
By  a  solitary  figure  kneeling  by. 

Then  the  clouds  were  thick  and  dark  and  seemed  to  writhe 
And  the  rain  fell  upon  the  rocky  mass, 

And  on  the  fire  which  hissed  and  slipped  into  a  dismal  death, 
The  fire  which  scarce  minutes  past  had  lived.  /Vlas! 

How  often  are  our  thoughts  snuffed  out  like  that  same  fire, 
By  time  or  other  persons’  dreams. 

Yet  different  from  the  fire  we  live  to  see  once  more 
The  flame  of  thought  which  in  our  mind’s  eye  gleams. 


Prize-winning  poem. 


Claire  Marshall,  Lower  V . 


CHARITIES  1959-60 

The  school  this  year,  while  personally  anticipating  her  own  move,  has  en¬ 
deavoured  to  share  her  good  fortune  through  contributions  to  several  different  fields 
of  charity. 

Perhaps  the  period  during  which  the  members  of  the  school  feel  most  clearly 
their  capacity  to  work  as  a  unit  comes  at  bazaar  time  in  October.  We  directed  our 
efforts  this  year  to  the  unfortunate  children  overseas,  through  the  Canadian  Save  the 
Children  bund,  and  to  disabled  persons  at  the  Occupational  Therapy  Rehabilitation 
Centre  here  in  Montreal.  Firstly,  in  order  that  we  should  all  know  exactly  the  activities 
of  the  C.S.C.I.,  Mrs.  John  Harper  spoke  to  us  about  the  organization  and  afterwards 
gave  the  Sixth  Form  the  opportunity  to  pose  any  questions.  We  learned,  through  her 
speech,  that  the  Fund  distributes  all  contributions  most  carefully  and  now  we  hope 
that  our  St.ooo  donation  will  be  enough  to  establish  and  equip  four  playgrounds  in 
Tricarico,  Italy.  The  possibility  in  view  at  present  is  to  name  them  after  the  four 
houses  at  the  Study,  which  is  indeed  a  great  honour. 

The  bazaar,  as  mentioned,  was  also  to  help  as  much  as  we  could  here  at  home- 
A  large  group  from  the  Sixth  Form  was  able  to  v  isit  the  Rehabilitation  Centre.  Our 
reception  there  was  most  warm  and  we  immediately  took  on  the  same  enthusiasm 
for  its  work  as  that  which  was  so  obviously  felt  by  all  the  people  associated  with  it. 
As  Diana  said  in  her  report  to  the  school  on  this  visit,  we  were  rather  amused  to  find 
ourselves  the  donors  of  a  second-hand  car  but  we  saw  on  our  own  the  value  of  such 
equipment  in  the  therapy  treatment  of  the  patients.  \\  e  are  privileged  to  be  able  to 
help  in  a  small  way  such  a  worthy  organization. 

We  all  take  particular  pride  in  our  sponsorship,  since  1955,  of  Teresa  Picozzi. 
She  is  a  thirteen-year-old  Italian  girl  of  whom  we  have  become  very  fond  through 
correspondence.  At  Christmas,  we  sent  her  a  gift  of  S50,  with  which,  we  later  learned 
she  paid  for  the  house  rent.  More  recently  we  sent  her  a  large  bundle  of  clothing  which 
had  been  collected  within  the  school. 


Sixth  Form  visits  the  Rehabilitation  Centre. 


Working  for  the  Bazaar. 


The  Refugee  problem  is  a  living  interest  at  the  Study.  World  Refugee  Year  is 
being  held  from  June  1959-1960  and  so  the  pressing  and  urgent  cause  is  more  than 
ever  in  our  minds.  Since  there  were  about  fifteen  million  refugees  at  the  beginning  of 
this  campaign,  we  could  see  their  very  deep  need.  From  the  United  Nations,  which  is 
sponsoring  this  world  wide  drive,  we  bought  about  fifty  boxes  of  UNICEF  Christmas 
cards.  In  the  spring,  when  we  were  on  the  brink  of  moving  ourselves  we  realized  that 
there  are  thousands  of  less  fortunate  people  who  are  unable  to  move  their  homes.  The 
Sixth  Form  therefore  chose  to  devote  its  final  collection  in  the  old  school  to  the  benefit 
of  the  refugees,  having  seen  a  very  moving  film  on  their  poverty-stricken  conditions. 

The  charities  which  we  have  supported  for  some  time  include  the  Red  Feather 
and  Red  Cross.  For  the  Red  Feather  Campaign,  which  came  in  October,  we  were  able 
to  collect  $200  and  to  the  Red  Cross,  we  gave  $100  in  April.  Through  the  Montreal 
School  for  Crippled  Children  each  form  had  helped  to  make  this  Christmas  a  happier 
one  for  many  needy  Montreal  families  by  packing  baskets  filled  with  both  gifts  and 
food. 

As  any  Study  girl  can  tell  you,  our  weekly  collection  is  for  the  support  of  a 
cot  at  the  Montreal  Children’s  Hospital.  It  is  in  the  memory  of  Patricia  Drummond 
who  died  while  attending  our  school.  Such  a  sad  and  personal  touch  makes  this  one 
of  our  most  treasured  charities. 

Another  year  has  passed  by  and  we  can  only  hope  that  during  its  course  we 
have  been  able  to  furnish  some  happiness  for  others. 

Jackie  Evans,  Sue  Darling. 

The  Sixth  Form  thanks  the  school  treasurers,  Sue  Darling  and  Margaret 
Wallace,  for  their  most  capable  handling  of  the  money  side  of  all  of  these  charities. 


El 


HOUSE  INI OTES 


MU  GAMMA 


House  Mistresses 
Head.  - 
Sub- Head 
Games  Captain  - 


Miss  Foster,  Miss  Malachowski 
Susan  Sharp 
Penny  Corneil 
Susan  Sharp 


Miss  Foster  and  Miss  Malachowski  have  seen  us  through  another  year  and 
we  have  valued  their  continuing  enthusiasm  and  support,  especially  in  this  year  of 
close  competition. 

Last  year  Mu  Gamma  came  out  on  top  in  both  academics  and  sports,  and 
we  are  doing  our  best  to  achieve  these  same  high  standards,  although  we  unfortunately 
came  third  at  Christmas.  The  sports  field  does  look  promising,  as  we  have  won  the 
senior  basketball,  volleyball,  and  hockey. 

The  L’pper  School  has  been  striving  to  diminish  the  return  list,  while  the 
whole  house  has  been  working  hard  to  gain  points  through  excellents.  Many  thanks 
to  Gail  Corneil,  Sally  Griffin,  Rosalind  Pepall  and  Andrea  Stewart,  who  have  con¬ 
tributed  the  most  points  for  Mu  Gamma  this  year. 

We  would  like  to  thank  you,  Mu  Gamma,  for  your  unfailing  support  through¬ 
out  the  year.  Don’t  ever  forget  that  house  spirit  is  the  most  important  thing,  and 
keep  this  in  mind:  “We  profess  not  talking,  only  this,  let  each  man  do  his  best.” 


Susan  Sharp,  Penny  Corneil 


KAPPA  RHO 


House  Mistresses  -  -  -  -  - 

I  lead - 

Sub-Head  ------- 

Games  Captain  ------ 


Miss  Marshall,  Miss  Harbert 
Abby  Machines 
Sally  Porteous 
Abby  Maclnnes 


The  race  amongst  the  four  houses  in  the  scholastic  field  has  never  been  so 
closely  contested.  We  feel  that  Kappa  Rho  has  a  ‘‘best”  and  is  trying  to  attain  it: 
we  are  proud  of  her.  It  is  the  spirit  of  all  the  girls  in  the  house  that  has  kept  us  to  a 
high  standard.  We  should  especially  like  to  thank  Katie  Maclnnes,  Jorie  Adams,  and 
all  the  hard  workers  who  have  come  to  us  from  the  Junior  School  for  their  Excellent 
support.  We  should  like  to  welcome  Linda  Jeffrey,  our  only  new  member  from  the 
upper  forms,  and  the  Lower  Thirds,  Katie  Maclnnes,  Pamela  Owen  and  Penny 
Packard. 

Again  Kappa  Rho  struggled  along  in  the  rear  in  sports,  but  the  enthusiasm, 
despite  our  losses,  was  wonderful.  The  Middle  School,  however,  has  upheld  our  honour 
in  defeating  Beta  Lambda  by  a  close  margin,  and  winning  their  section  of  the  house 
basketball. 


Our  deepest  thanks  to  Miss  Marshall  and  Miss  Harbert  for  their  kind  assist¬ 
ance  throughout  the  year.  We  hope  they  will  help  us  to  carry  the  same  spirit  of  Kappa 
Rho  to  the  new  School  and  to  maintain  it  in  our  new  LIpper  Third  room. 

The  best  of  luck  to  every  Kappa  Rhoan  and  remember,  it’s  the  spirit  that 

counts. 

Abby  MacInnes,  Sally  Porteous 
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DELTA  BETA 


House  Mistresses 

Head-  -  --  --  --  - 

Sub-Head  ------- 

Games  Captain  ------ 


A'Irs.  Scott,  Mine  LeGrand 
Diana  AIcLernon 
Angela  Richardson 
Linda  Frosst 


We  were  pleased  to  have  risen  to  third  place  at  Easter,  after  a  scholastically 
disappointing  Christmas  term,  placing  fourth  in  the  list  at  that  time.  Although  these 
results  have  made  us  realise  that  attaining  the  house  cup  for  scholastic  standing  is 
almost  impossible,  we  are  hoping  to  do  well  enough  in  the  swimming  meet  and  on 
sports  day  to  place  in  the  inter-house  sports  competition.  We  should  like  to  thank 
Linda  Frosst,  our  games  captain,  for  her  effort  during  the  year. 

We  are  extremely  grateful  to  our  new  girls  for  their  hard  work  and  enthusiasm, 
Elisabeth  Alarlin  and  Betty  Sazie  in  particular.  Derry  AIcLernon  and  Roberta  DeVries 
also  deserve  special  mention  for  their  outstanding  academic  efforts. 

Although  in  Madame  Gaudion  we  have  lost  a  loyal  supporter,  we  are  for¬ 
tunate  to  be  able  to  welcome  Alme  LeGrand  in  her  place.  We  should  like  to  thank  her 
and  Airs.  Scott  for  their  interest  and  encouragement. 

Delta  Beta  has  great  potentialities  and  house  spirit,  and  with  greater  effort 
on  the  part  of  each  individual,  Delta  Beta  will  rise  to  great  heights. 

Diana  AIcLernon,  Angela  Richardson 


BETA  LAMBDA 


House  Mistresses  -  -  -  -  - 

Head  --------- 

Sub-Head  ------- 

Games  Captain  ------ 


Adrs.  Reiffenstein,  Miss  Passmore 
Lynne  Parish 
Margaret  Wallace 
Sherrill  Nelson 


Beta  Lambda  is  no  longer  the  “lamb  in  the  fold”,  for  of  late  we  have  been 
making  a  healthy  lion’s  roar  in  the  revered  halls  of  The  Study. 

At  Christmas  we  placed  second,  just  one  point  behind  Kappa  Rho,  and  at 
Easter  we  climbed  to  first  place.  We  should  like  to  thank  the  new  members  of  the 
house  who  have  contributed  greatly  to  our  spirit  and  standing.  However,  it  is  not 
only  the  new  girls  who  deserve  this  praise,  for  each  and  every  member  of  this  house 
has  given  her  best  to  Beta  Lambda  during  the  past  year.  Special  mention  should  be 
given  to  Kathy  Common,  Eleanor  Fleet,  and  Susan  Rogers,  who  have  contributed 
more  than  their  share  of  excellents  to  our  weekly  totals. 


In  the  field  of  sports  Beta  Lambda  has  not  spoiled  her  successful  record.  This 
year  we  placed  second  in  hockey,  volleyball  and  basketball  and  if  we  continue  in  this 
way,  we  will  definitely  give  the  other  houses  a  good  race  for  the  sports  trophy  as  well 
as  the  scholastic  cup. 

Our  thanks  go  to  Mrs.  Reiffenstein  and  Miss  Passmore  for  the  interest  and 
encouragement  they  have  shown  us  this  year.  We  regret  to  see  Miss  Passmore  leave 
after  two  years  of  enthusiastic  guidance  but  we  wish  her  the  best  of  luck. 

The  year  is  now  at  an  end,  but  for  Beta  Lambda  let  it  be  just  a  beginning 
of  a  future  filled  with  continuous  success. 

Lynne  Parish,  AIargaret  Wallace 


15 


WARTIME  1970? 


To-day  when  a  man  thinks  of  a  future  war  in  our  time,  he  is  likely  to  shudder 
and  then  follow  this  first  spasm  of  fear  with  a  burst  of  laughter.  He  is  laughing,  not  at 
the  idea  of  war,  but  at  the  whole  human  race.  Songs  and  jokes  have  been  written 
about  this  “war”  which  must  never  take  place  in  our  time  or  in  any  other  time.  We 
have  allowed  our  imaginations  to  run  riot,  and  numerous  stories  about  the  last  peoples 
to  walk  the  earth  are  being  speedily  produced  under  the  literary  category  of  science 
fiction.  Each  and  every  one  of  us  knows  that  with  another  war,  mankind  will  be 
erased  into  extinction  by  the  weapons  we  have  been  so  proud  of  producing  and  showing 
off  to  other  countries. 

Looking  upon  the  pages  of  history,  we  find  that  the  ancient  empires,  come 
and  gone,  struggled  to  supremacy  and  then  dwindled  in  power  because  of  the  actions 
of  newly-risen  powers.  The  kingdom  of  Egypt  was  erased  with  startling  speed,  but 
left  the  world  with  monuments  never  to  be  forgotten  by  men.  The  empires  which 
followed  left  their  mark  in  either  physical  things  or  in  their  ways  of  life.  The  Greek 
democracy  and  culture  and  the  grandeur  of  Rome  have  left  their  imprint  on  the  de¬ 
velopment  of  our  people  right  up  into  the  twentieth  century.  Historical  landmarks  of 
victories  in  war  and  in  peace  stand  all  over  the  world  as  a  constant  reminder  to  us  of 
what  our  ancestors  have  gone  through  to  pave  the  way  to  the  democracy  the  western 
world  knows  to-day.  These  contributions  throughout  our  long  history  must  be  brought 
to  the  attention  of  everyone,  especially  the  members  of  our  present  generation.  The 
war-children  will  never  know  exhilarating  and  triumphant  peace  which  our  parents 
knew  at  the  end  of  World  W  ar  II,  for  there  will  be  no  peace  after  the  next  war.  In  a 
nightmare,  startlingly  real  and  humorous,  I  previewed  what  might  take  place  at  the 
end  of  the  Last  World  War,  1970. 

It  was  eleven  o’clock  in  a  June  night.  The  War  was  over  and  the  rubble  and 
refuse  covered  the  continents  from  shore  to  shore.  The  tide  of  the  ocean  was  hardly 
noticeable  as  the  surface  of  the  water  was  weighed  down  by  the  debris  floating  aim¬ 
lessly  about.  Radiation  polluted  the  air  and  no  living  thing  was  in  sight.  Suddenly 
out  of  the  stormy,  grey  sky,  descended  three  untouched  human  beings,  dressed  as 
they  had  been  in  life,  although  they  had  long  since  deceased.  I  recognized  one  of  them 
immediately.  He  was  the  Prince  of  Morocco  out  of  Shakespeare’s  Merchant  of  Venice . 
He  looked  about  the  degrading  scene  and  cried  out,  “O!  Hell!  W’hat  have  we  here  ?” 
The  second  of  the  three  stepped  forward.  He  was  obviously  a  Roman.  He  added, 
‘Veni.  vidi.  vici, — but  they  did  a  much  better  job  than  I.”  When  the  laughter  died 
down,  the  two  men  left  the  scene  to  examine  the  remains  further.  The  young  man, 
who  remained,  wore  a  black  cloak  around  his  shoulders,  and  looked  down  about  him, 
and  dragged  his  foot  in  front  of  him  to  disturb  the  rubble.  He  said  nothing  as  he  stood 
there,  but  when  he  slowly  walked  away  I  think  I  heard  the  words,  “To  be  or  not  to 
be,  that  was  the  question.” 

Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Competition ,  Jennifer  Carroll,  Upper  V. 

Senior  Prize. 
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WHAT  I  D( )  IX  MV  SPARE  TIME 


Sometimes,  when  I  am  just  lying  on  my  bed  and  listening  to  the  radio,  or 
walking  my  dog,  I  often  find  myself  simply  thinking.  Of  course,  everybody  is  thinking 
all  the  time,  so  it  is  not  considered  as  anything  unusual  to  be  doing  in  one's  spare  time. 
But  most  people  take  it  for  granted  that  thinking  is  only  considering  one  set  thing  or 
event  after  another.  My  idea  is  not  this,  but  that  the  word  “thinking",  as  we  use  it.  is 
mulling  many  things  over  in  our  minds  in  very  rapid  succession,  and  that  our  minds 
are  never  “blank"  for  an  instant. 

However,  there  are  many  different  methods  of  thinking.  One  can  ponder  over 
a  question  before  answering  it,  and  be  said  to  think.  One  can  study  a  plan  or  scheme, 
and  still  be  thinking  in  some  way.  Also  one  can  use  the  expression  “I  think  that  .  .  ." 
A  great  many  more  ways  to  use  the  word  “thinking"  can  be  mentioned,  but  that 
would  take  up  two  or  three  pages. 

Sometimes,  also,  when  I  am  thinking  about  all  sorts  of  things,  or,  as  I  said 
before,  mulling  them  all  over  in  my  mind,  I  say  to  myself,  “I  am  going  to  try  to 
think  about  nothing."  Naturally  this  is  rather  impossible,  because  after  you  say  this, 
you  are  still  thinking  about  nothing.  Then,  after  a  while,  you  get  tired  of  doing  this, 
and  so  think  about  other  things. 

Another  interesting  point  is  how  one  can  think  about  so  many  extremely 
different  and  varied  things  in  just  one  or  two  minutes.  For  an  example,  one  instant 
you  can  be  thinking  about  the  movie  you  are  going  to  see,  hoping  it  will  be  exciting 
or  funny,  right  after  that  you  might  think  about  the  time  you  fell  out  of  the  canoe  at 
the  lake  in  the  summer,  and  the  next  instant  you  are  thinking  about  how  deep  the 
snow  that  you  are  walking  through  is.  I  think  it  is  amazing  how  our  minds  can  skip 
from  one  topic  to  such  an  entirely  different  one,  and  yet  we,  while  thinking,  do  not 
regard  this  as  unusual. 

Also,  when  I  am  really  trying  to  concentrate,  on  the  answer  to  some  tricky 
problem,  I  find  it  quite  hard  to  put  all  other  thoughts  out  of  my  mind  in  ord»w  to  be 
concentrating.  This,  I  believe,  is  one  of  the  more  difficult  parts  in  trying  to  think. 

However,  please  do  not  imagine  that  all  I  do  is  sit  around  and  think  with  my 
chin  on  my  hands,  as  I  would  find  that  quite  dull  after  a  few  days.  But  it  does  not 
matter  how  active  you  are,  as  you  are  always  thinking,  and  that.  1  believe,  is  really 
how  one’s  spare  time  is  often  passed. 

Alexander  Hutchison  Essay  Competition.  Eleanor  Fleet,  i  pper  II  . 

Junior  Prize. 


THE  BROOK 

The  brook  has  no  cares  at  all, 

In  its  path  there  is  no  wall. 

The  brook  won’t  answer  any  call 
Except  of  Him  who  made  us  all. 

Pegi  Bates,  Upper  III. 
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l.II'l  IN  THK  MIDDLE  AGES  COMPARED  WITH  LIFE  TODAY 


How  many  of  us  are  ever  properly  thankful  for  the  world  we  live  in  today? 
We  take  all  the  wonderful  inventions  of  modern  civilization  for  granted.  Do  you  think 
the  people  of  the  Middle  Ages  had  dishwashers  ?  No!  They  didn’t  even  have  dishes. 
Thev  didn't  have  the  beautiful  sterile  hospitals  for  treating  cancer  and  appendicitis 
that  we  have  today.  They  didn’t  even  have  cancer  and  appendicitis  in  those  days.  All 
they  had  was  leprosy  and  other  old-fashioned  diseases.  Instead  of  driving  from  place 
to  place  in  lovely  warm  cars  with  built-in  electric  shavers  and  cigarette  lighters,  they 
had  to  ride  on  hard,  bumpy,  uncomfortable  horses.  They  lived  in  large,  draughty 
castles,  without  running  water,  central  heating,  or  electricity.  Since  they  had  no 
television  they  had  to  eke  out  their  entertainment  from  the  infrequent  visits  of  travel¬ 
ling  troubadors  and  jugglers,  or  from  family  sing-songs.  Instead  of  having  T.V. 
dinners,  brown  and  serve  sausages,  or  “just  add  water’’  cakes,  the  poor  housewife 
had  to  turn  a  live  prancing  bull  into  a  barbecue  for  twenty. 

The  life  of  the  young  girls  of  the  Middle  Ages  was  also  far  from  pleasant. 
While  her  brother  could,  at  least,  ride  out  to  swim  and  play  with  the  boys  of  a  neigh¬ 
bouring  manor,  the  poor  girl  either  had  to  stay  home  and  sew  her  sampler,  or  go  to  a 
convent,  and  sew  her  sampler.  She  had  to  wear  long  skirts  which  very  effectively  hid 
her  lovely  legs  with  the  result  that  she  did  not  HAVE  lovely  legs.  Or  perhaps  it  was 
the  other  way  around.  She  did  not  learn  any  of  the  wonderful  things  we  learn  today, 
such  as  geometry,  trigonometry,  or  medieval  history.  All  she  learned  was  house¬ 
keeping  and  good  manners,  for  example:  “Do  not  wipe  your  nose  on  the  hem  of  your 
dress  in  public”  or,  “Pick  up  meat  with  your  thumb  and  forefinger  only.”  She  was 
married  off  at  an  early  age,  usually  at  fourteen  or  fifteen,  to  a  man  she  might  never 
have  seen  before,  quite  possible  a  widower  of  fifty  or  a  baby  still  ciying  in  the  cradle. 
In  fact  there  was  a  case  of  one  poor  girl  who  married  at  four,  was  widowed  at  six? 
married  again  at  seven,  and  was  once  more  a  widow  at  nine.  Needless  to  say,  she 
was  very  rich. 

Compare  this  with  the  wonderful  life  of  today’s  young  teenager.  She  need 
only  come  home  to  sleep  and  eat,  and  sometimes  not  even  then.  She  spends  her  time 
with  the  friends  of  her  choice,  wears  what  she  pleases,  has  a  private  radio  and  listens 
to  what  she  pleases.  The  dress-designers,  the  broadcasting  companies,  the  magazines, 
the  whole  world  caters  to  her  every  whim.  She  meets,  goes  steady  with,  and  jilts  the 
men  of  her  choice.  Her  world  is  a  wonderland  of  jitter-bugging,  movies  and  rumbles, 
infinitely  preferable  to  the  sedate  life  of  the  Middle-Aged  teenager. 

“But—  ”  feebly  cry  those  die-hard  champions  of  the  “Age  of  Chivalry”  “at 
least  in  those  days  they  had  humane  warfare.”  This  is  utter  rot!  Do  you  call  sticking  a 
sword  into  someone  else’s  insides  humane  warfare  ?  How  much  more  humane  just  to 
press  a  button  and  send  over  a  bomb  to  blow  the  whole  world  up!  This  is  far  speedier, 
more  sanitary  and  less  gory  a  way  of  disposing  of  mankind  than  is  chopping  off  heads, 
one  by  one.  Besides,  it  is  always  so  comforting  to  think  that  if  the  bomb  that  drops 
on  you  gets  your  friends  and  neighbours  too,  we  shall  all  go  together  when  we  go! 


The  Study  Old  Girl's  dissociation 
Prize  for  Public  Speaking. 


Elisabeth  Marlin,  Lower  V. 


Under  the  able  instruction  of  Miss  Seath,  a  great  deal  has  been  accomplished 
in  the  Art  room  this  year,  our  last  at  1621  Seaforth  Avenue. 

The  backdrop  on  the  stage  at  the  Bazaar,  drawn  by  Lindsay  Scott  and  Janet 
Logan  was  on  the  subject  of  children  such  as  those  we  would  be  helping.  Many  attract¬ 
ive  posters  and  signs  designated  the  different  booths. 

The  Sixth  form  art  class,  Jackie  Evans,  Sally  Porteous  and  Abby  Maclnnes, 
while  feverishly  preparing  their  matriculation  portfolios,  took  time  out  at  Christmas 
to  adorn  the  hall  with  the  traditional  stained  glass  window  and  the  clay-modelled 
creche.  This  Christmas  both  depicted  the  Holy  family. 

As  usual  the  Art  room  undertook  to  brighten  the  hall  with  colourful  drawings 
for  all  the  school  entertainments.  In  the  only  outside  competition  entered,  Judith 
Stewart  and  Jane  Horner  of  LTpper  Fourth  placed  third  in  their  respective  agegroups 
in  the  S.P.C.A.  poster  competition.  Joan  Thornton  of  Middle  Fifth,  in  her  first  year  of 
study  at  the  Montreal  Museum  of  Fine  Arts,  won  a  scholarship  to  continue  her  work 
in  modelling  there  next  year. 

Besides  providing  us  with  an  excellent  technical  training,  Miss  Seath  has 
also  instructed  the  Sixth  Form  class  in  the  History  of  Art,  and  under  her  guidance 
they  have  produced  decorative  scrapbooks  on  this  subject. 

We  are  sure  that  all  future  art  pupils  are  looking  forward  to  classes  in  the 
spacious  Art  room  in  the  new  school  with  the  added  advantages  of  brand-new  scenery 
and  equipment. 

Jackie  Evans,  Sally  Porteous,  Abby  MacInnes. 
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The  performances  of  the  Study  dramatic  groups  are  anticipated  each  year 
w  ith  great  excitement.  In  December,  L  pper  Fourth  presented  an  adaptation  from 
Dickens’  "Pickwick  Papers”  entitled,  “I'.xit,  Mr.  Jingle.”  Kate  Lewis  gave  a  most 
convincing  portrayal  of  the  villain,  Mr.  Jingle,  while  Judy  Parish  and  Caroline 
I  lenwood  were  extremely  amusing  as  the  grandmother  and  Joe. 

A  novel  and  effective  way  of  acting  was  introduced  to  the  school  in  the  Lower 
Fifth's  interpretation  of  Dickens'  “Scenes  from  Nicholas  Nickelby”.  The  intro¬ 
duction  and  some  later  scenes  were  cleverly  done  in  shadow  form.  Elisabeth  Marlin 
was  very  good  in  her  dual  roles  of  Mr.  John  Browdie  and  Mr.  Squeers,  as  was  Deirdre 
Harrison  in  her  amusing  handling  of  the  part  of  a  romantically-inclined  young  girl. 
Special  mention  should  also  be  made  of  Linda  Jeffrey  and  Claire  Marshall  for  their 
fine  performances. 

The  school  is  looking  forward  to  this  term's  presentation,  when  Lpper  Fourth 
will  stage  "The  Tricking  of  Malvolio”  from  Shakespeare’s  “Twelfth  Night.” 

We  are  very  grateful  to  Miss  Seath  for  her  attractive  scenery,  which  has 
added  much  colour  to  this  year’s  plays. 

Under  Miss  Harbert’s  able  and  patient  direction  the  players  have  received 
rewarding  experiences  and  we,  as  the  audience,  have  profited  from  their  entertaining 
and  talented  acting. 

Diana  McLerxon. 

MUSIC 

One  of  the  most  pleasant  parts  of  the  school  curriculum  is  the  music  class  which 
besides  providing  us  with  a  musical  training,  gives  us  a  great  deal  of  enjoyment. 

This  year,  aftei  several  weeks  of  hard  work,  we  presented  our  Christmas 
concert,  in  which  the  whole  school  took  part.  The  Lower  and  Middle  Schools  sang 
such  charming  songs  as  the  French  “Michaud  \  eillait”,  Shaw's  arrangement  of  "We 
Saw  Thee  in  Thy  Balmy  Nest''  and  Holst’s  “Lullay  My  Lyking”.  The  L  pper  School, 
much  more  ambitious,  sang  the  aria  “Prepare  Thyself  Zion”  and  some  of  the  chorales 
and  recitatives  from  Paits  I  and  II  of  Bach’s  Christmas  Oratorio.  W  e  also  had  great 
fun  singing  a  new  arrangement  of  “The  Twelve  Days  of  Christmas”. 

The  (lerman  classes  sang  us  a  carol,  “Zu  Bethlehem  Geboren”,  and  the  original 
“Sixth  Form  Six”,  Jackie  Evans,  Abby  Maclnnes,  Sherrill  Nelson,  Sally  Porteous, 
Susan  Sharp  and  Margaret  Wallace,  sang  “This  Endris  Night”. 

When  Mrs.  Mulhall  left  us  last  year  for  her  husband  and  baby,  we  were  more 
than  fortunate  to  find  Miss  Jones,  who,  in  addition  to  being  a  wonderful  accompanist, 
is  also  an  accomplished  concert  pianist. 

I  nder  Miss  Blanchard’s  capable  and  patient  guidance,  vve  have  been  asked 
to  form  the  choir  at  Morning  Prayei  in  the  Church  of  St.  James  the  Apostle  on  May 
Mh,  i960.  W  e  are  looking  forward  to  this,  for  we  all  love  our  own  church  service  in 
I  une. 

It  is  with  great  excitement  that  we  think  of  music  classes  in  oui  beautiful 
room  in  the  new  school  and  we  know  that  Miss  Blanchard  will  be  glad  to  have  enough 
space  to  keep  near  by  all  the  books  we  use,  instead  of  only  a  fraction  of  them. 

To  .Miss  Blanchard,  without  whom  our  classes  would  be  a  dismal  failure,  and 
who  has  always  given  us  confidence  and  patience,  goes  our  gratitude  for  the  knowledge 
and  enjoyment  of  music  which  she  has  given  us. 


Sally  Porteous. 


20 


/ .Y TER-SCAIOOL  BASK E TBAL L 

First  Team: 

At  the  start  of  the  season,  our  team  had  considerable  difficulty  in  adjusting 
itself  to  the  loss  of  those  valuable  team-mates  whom  we  had  last  year.  However, 
under  the  very  capable  instruction  and  guidance  of  Miss  Moore,  a  new  one  was  molded. 
The  team  narrowly  lost  its  second  game  against  Trafalgar.  After  this  defeat,  they 
practised  strenuously  and  as  a  result  co-ordination  and  timing  were  greatly  improved 
and  they  won  all  the  remaining  games. 

Shots:  Brenda  Bridgman,  Abby  Maclnnes,  Susan  Sharp  (Captain). 

Guards:  Jackie  Evans,  Susan  Darling,  Derry  McLernon. 

Second  Team: 

W  e  are  v  ery  proud  of  the  Second  Team  who  had  a  very  successful  season, 
winning  all  their  games.  They  practised  diligently  all  year  and  although  lacking  in 
height,  made  full  use  of  their  agility.  We  are  indeed  fortunate  to  have  such  good 
basketball  material  for  future  teams. 

Shots:  Jane  Kelson,  Gail  Corned,  Margaret  Wallace  (Captain). 

Guards:  Kathleen  Dorrian,  Joan  Johnson,  Beverley  Carter,  Mary  Hawken. 

Subs:  Lindsay  Scott,  Carroll  Campbell,  Andrea  Stewart,  Roberta  deVries,  Diana 
Stephens,  Sandra  Meakins,  Joanne  Robertson,  Cinda  Harper,  Sherrill  Nelson. 

Third  'Team: 

The  Third  Team  (substitutes  for  the  Second  Team)  is  our  most  junior  team 
playing  inter-school  basketball.  This  year  they  made  a  good  showing,  defeating 
Weston  in  two  games. 


Results  of  the  Inter-School  Matches: 


1st  'Team 

Miss  Edgar’s . zvon  37  to  22 

Trafalgar . lost  17  to  19 

W  eston . 

Miss  Edgar’s . zvon  33  to  16 

Trafalgar . zvon  24  to  14 

Weston . 


2nd  Team 
zvon  49  to  6 
zvon  21  to  5 
won  24  to  21 
zvon  35  to  11 
zvon  13  to  8 
zvon  27  to  23 


1  wish  to  take  this  opportunity  to  thank  our  worthy  adversaries  Miss  Edgar’s, 
Trafalgar  and  W  eston  for  the  enjoyable  games  we  have  had  with  them  this  season. 
I  would  also  like  to  thank  Angela  Richardson  who  has  not  only  been  a  strong  supporter 
of  the  teams  but  also  our  very  reliable  score-keeper  this  year. 


EXHIBITION  GAMES 

This  season,  two  exhibition  games  were  arranged.  The  first  game  was  against 
Montreal  High  School  and  for  the  hirst  Team  it  was  perhaps  the  hardest-fought 
game  of  the  season.  The  score  fluctuated  throughout  the  game,  first  one  team  ahead, 
then  the  other.  1  he  Study  won  by  one  point  29-2S  on  a  basket  made  in  the  last  five 
seconds  of  the  game.  The  Second  Team  seemed  to  have  an  easier  battle  and  won  their 
game  by  a  health}'  margin  of  24-12. 

The  second  game,  against  W  estmount  High  School,  brought  another  double 
victory  for  the  Stud}',  the  First  Team  winning  36-26  while  the  Second  Team  won 
24-16. 

In  our  new  gymnasium  of  which  we  are  very  proud,  we  hope  to  play  more 
exhibit  ion  games. 


First  Basketball  Team — Left  to  Right:  Jackie  Evans,  Susan  Darling,  Abby  Madnnes,  Brenda  Bridgman,  Derry  McLemon. 
Kneeling:  Susan  Sharp,  captain. 


Second  Basketball  Team — Fropt  Row,  left  to  right:  Mary  Flawken,  Gail  Cornell,  Jane  Nelson,  Margaret  Wallace, 
Joan  Johnson,  Kathleen  Dorrian.  Back  Row,  Third  Basketball  Team — left  to  right:  Lindsay  Scott,  Carroll  Campbell, 
Andrea  Stewart,  Roberta  deVries,  Sherrill  Nelson,  Diana  Stephens,  Sandra  Meakins,  Joanne  Robertson. 
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OLD  GIRLS'  GAME 

On  XOvember  12,  1959,  the  First  Team  played  host  to  the  Old  Girls.  We 
began  with  energy  and  enthusiasm  but  when  we  heard  “Oh,  I’ve  broken  two  nails!”, 
we  realised  we  were  playing  against  Old  Girls.  They  had  faithfully  remembered  all  of 
Miss  Moore's  training  and  it  was  only  after  a  very  hard-fought  game  that  the  school 
won  15-12. 

Old  C  Mils'  Team  : 

Shots:  Wilsie  Baxter,  \  irginia  Mathias,  Marilyn  Maughan. 

Guards:  Mary  Louson,  Marjorie  Pitblado,  Joan  Johnson  (stand-in). 


SEX 10 R  HOUSE  BASKETBALL 

Knthusiasm  was  aroused  once  more  when  it  came  time  for  House  Basketball. 
As  Mu  Gamma  had  an  over  abundant  supply  of  members  from  the  First  and  Second 
'Teams,  she  was  handicapped:  only  one  girl  from  the  First  Team  could  play  at  a  time. 
However,  Mu  Gamma  overcame  this  barrier  and  gained  25  points  towards  the  Sports 
Cup  with  Beta  Lambda  a  close  second. 


MIDDLE  SCHOOL  BASKETBALL 

The  Middle  School  has  many  ardent  and  hard  working  basketball  players 
this  year  and  this  fact  predicts  a  bright  future  for  the  Study  teams.  Some  of  the  girls 
played  in  the  Senior  House  Competition.  In  their  own  competition,  Kappa  Rho 
placed  first. 


HOUSE  HOCKEY 

This  year,  house  hockey  was  an  exciting  series  which  resulted  in  a  play-off 
game  between  Beta  Lambda  and  Mu  Gamma.  Now  and  then  a  few  stray  bodies  were 
found  strewn  on  the  ice  but  besides  cuts  and  bruises,  no  serious  injuries  resulted  and 
the  end  result  was  a  victory  for  Mu  Gamma  3-1.  Besides  house  competition,  comical 
but  enthusiastic  hockey  was  played  by  all  forms  and  for  proof  of  this  one  only  has  to 
look  at  the  stack  of  battered  hockey  sticks  lying  in  the  corner  .  .  .  “Les  Study  Cana- 
diennes !” 

HOUSE  TOLLEY  BALL 

This  volleyball  season  gave  Mu  Gamma  another  15  points  but  all  the  houses 
played  enthusiastically,  showing  wonderful  house  spirit.  Beta  Lambda  worked  hard 
and  easily  captured  second  place. 


IX  T ER-SCIIOOL  SK I IXG 

This  year  again,  we  were  fortunate  in  having  Chris  Gibbon  help  us  with  our 
skiing  every  Tuesday  and  Thursday  over  on  the  L  niversity  of  Montreal  Hill.  Through 
his  coaching  many  girls  improved  and  the  Study  was  able  to  enter  a  Senior  and  Junior 
team  in  the  inter-school  ski  meet.  They  consisted  of: 


Senior  Team 
Jane  Nelson 
Derry  McLernon 
Angela  Richardson 
Abby  Maclnnes 
Sherrill  Christmas 
Sherrill  Nelson  (Captain) 

The  competition  was  quite  stiff  with 
Senior  section)  and  fifth  (Junior  section).  ) 
ten  teams  in  each  section  competing. 


Junior  Team 
Lynn  Eakin 
Joanne  Robertson 
Joy  Thompson 
Diana  Stephens 
Holly  Nelson 
Barbara  Birks  (Captain) 

the  result  that  the  Study  placed  fourth 

e  were  pleased  with  this  as  there  were 


Senior  Ski  Team — Left  to  Right  Standing:  Abby  Maclnnes,  Sherrill  Nelson,  Sherrill  Christmas.  Kneeling:  Angela 
Richardson,  Jane  Nelson,  Derry  McLernon. 


Junior  Ski  Team — Front  Row:  Holly  Nelson,  Barbara  Birks,  Lynn  Eakin.  Back  Row:  Diana  Stephens,  Joy  Thompson, 
Joanne  Robertson. 


IN TER-SCIIOOL  TENN IS 

On  a  bright  autumn  day,  the  four  members  of  the  Study  Tennis  Team  set  off 
for  Trafalgar  with  a  spirit  of  revenge,  having  lost  the  cup  by  only  three  points  last 
year  to  Trafalgar.  The  First  Team  finished  first  and  afterwards  how  tense  it  was  to 
sit  there  watching  the  Second  Team,  knowing  that  one  game  lost  would  put  us  out  of 
the  running!  However,  the  Second  Team  came  through  and  the  driving  determination 
of  both  teams  brought  the  cup  to  the  Study  by  only  one  point  from  Miss  Edgar’s. 


We  were  fortunate  again  this  year  to  be  under  the  capable  instruction  of  Mr. 
Szemenyei  at  the  Mount  Royal  Tennis  Club. 


First  Tram 
Susan  Sharp 
Penny  Corneil 


Second  Team 
Gail  Corneil 
Jane  Nelson 


Tennis  Team — Jane  Nelson,  Susan  Sharp,  Penny  Corneil,  Gail  Corneil. 
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SWIMMING 

Swimming  began  after  Easter  as  usual  with  the  enthusiasm  that  the  Study 
girls  show  for  this  activity.  Every  Tuesday  and  Thursday  we  are  fortunate  in  having 
the  Y.W.C.A.  pool  and  with  the  help  of  the  assistant  instructors,  Susan  Darling. 
Derry  McLernon  and  Susan  Sharp,  the  girls  are  working  hard  to  improve  their  strokes, 
their  diving  and  even  in  some  cases  to  lose  weight! 

Last  year  on  June  9,  the  Swimming  Meet  was  held  and  as  usual  was  a  great 
success.  The  girls  worked  hard  for  their  houses  and  the  end  result  was  that  Beta 
Lambda  won.  The  outstanding  swimmers  of  the  day  were,  for  the  Middle  School, 
Kippy  Murphy  and  Joanne  Robertson  and  for  the  Upper  School,  Sherrill  Nelson  and 
Carroll  Campbell. 

SPORTS  DAY ,  iQ5Q 

May  25th,  although  a  hot,  humid  day,  found  all  the  Study  girls  energetically 
taking  part  in  the  Annual  Sports  Day  at  Westmount  Athletic  Grounds.  This  day 
shows  the  girls’  real  athletic  ability. 

The  girls  competed  within  their  forms  but  for  their  respective  Houses,  which 
creates  great  spirit.  Among  the  interesting  activities  are  the  jumpings:  running  high, 
standing  high,  standing  broad,  and  last  but  not  least,  the  well  liked  running  broad 
jump.  The  Shuttle-Race  among  the  four  Houses  is  one  in  which  every  girl  takes  part. 
This  Sports  Day,  the  Shuttle  was  won  by  Beta  Lambda  in  an  exciting  race. 

On  calculation  of  all  the  points,  Mu  Gamma  came  out  on  top  which  greatly 
helped  in  her  winning  of  the  Sports  Cup.  Those  who  did  exceptionally  well  for  their 
Houses  were:  Third  Forms — Patty  Rogers,  Ann  Stikeman.  Fourth  Forms — Prue 
Hugman,  Judy  Parish,  Mary  Joseph.  Upper  School — Gail  Cornell,  Marcia  Patterson, 
Brenda  Bridgman,  Mary  Bone,  Susan  Sharp,  Mary  Louson.  Sports  Day  for  this  year 
only  will  be  at  Murray  Park  because  of  construction  at  Westmount  Athletic  Grounds. 
The  date  for  this  Sports  Day  is  May  17.  I  know  the  whole  school  is  looking  forward  to 
the  event.  May  the  best  House  win! 

This  Sports  chapter  would  be  far  from  complete  if  we  did  not  express  our 
appreciation  to  Miss  Moore  for  the  capable  assistance  that  she  has  given  us  during 
the  year. 

Susan  Sharp,  Games  Captain. 


SPRING 

Spring  is  a  lovely  time  of  year, 

When  the  lake  is  blue  and  clear, 

When  the  flowers  dance  in  the  sun 
And  the  children  jump  and  run. 

\\  hen  the  birds  begin  to  tweet, 

And  the  bees  find  honey  sweet, 

When  the  trees  are  all  in  bloom 
And  the  butterfly  leaves  the  cocoon. 

When  the  frost  does  not  nip 
And  little  girls  go  out  to  skip, 

When  the  animals  find  plenty  of  food 
And  everyone  is  in  a  good  mood. 

Leslie  Gould,  Lower  III. 
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TUI'  FI.F  KING 


Once  upon  a  time,  a  really  long  time  ago,  there  lived  in  fairyland  a  very  lonely 
elf  king  called  King  Pipo.  I  he  reason  why  he  was  so  lonely  was  because  \\  itch  ( Jreen- 
evo  had  put  a  spell  on  him  to  be  the  ugliest  king  in  fairyland.  Poor,  poor  Pipo,  all  the 
little  fain  girls  and  princesses  shied  away  from  him  because  he  was  so  ugly. 

But  there  was  one  way  how  he  could  be  nice  looking  again.  A  kind  wizard 
had  been  near  by  and  had  softened  the  cruel  spell  that  had  been  made  by  \\  itch  Green- 
eves  bv  giving  him  a  chance  to  do  three  very  kind  deeds.  But  poor  Pipo  did  not  know, 
so  he  went  about  trying  to  be  good  so  that  the  elves  would  learn  to  like  his  ugly  face. 

(  )n  his  way  he  met  a  vert  poor  little  earth  girl  dressed  in  rags  and  with  no 
shoes  on.  She  was  so  hungry  that  she  fell  asleep  on  the  soft  grass.  King  Pipo  called 
his  fairies  and  little  elves  and  asked  them  to  sew  a  dress  for  the  little  girl  and  bring 
her  food  and  prettv  stones  to  make  her  rich. 

\nother  day,  Pipo  was  walking  in  Ins  beautiful  kingdom  when  he  heard  a 
little  elf  ci  t  ing  bitterly.  He  found  her  lying  on  the  ground  with  a  broken  foot.  King 
Pipo  took  the  little  elf  in  his  arms  and  brought  her  to  his  palace.  There,  King  Pipo 
had  the  best  doctors  taking  care  of  her  and  he  had  a  pair  of  golden  crutches  made. 
Soon  the  little  elf  was  jumping  happily  around  again.  All  the  little  elves  thought  that 
Pipo  did  not  look  so  ugh'  any  more.  Many  weeks  after,  Pipo  was  walking  in  the  garden 
when  he  heard  someone  cry  for  help.  He  came  to  a  rock  and  under  it  with  her  foot 
caught  was  \\  itch  Greeneyes.  King  Pipo  first  wanted  to  kill  her  but  then  he  changed 
his  mind  and  he  lifted  the  rock  to  free  her.  All  of  a  sudden  there  uras  a  thunderous 
noise  in  the  air;  Witch  Greeneyes  was  changed  into  a  lovely  fairy  princess  and  King 
Pipo  was  changed  into  a  most  handsome  young  king.  Soon  they  got  married  and 
they  were  loved  by  all  the  elves  for  their  great  kindness. 

Third  Farm's  F.ssax  Prize.  Terry  Carton.  Lozcer  III. 
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\xdrea  Stew  art,  Forcer 


“G  IRA  FIT” 

Mary  Brinsden.  Middle  /’. 


A  TRIP 


It  was  a  cold  misty  day,  a  good  day  for  that  kind  of  visitor.  He  came,  a  mere 
skeleton  of  a  man,  clad  in  black,  misty  robes.  He  said  nothing,  but  I  knew  instantly 
what  he  wanted.  I  got  up  slowly;  it  seemed  as  though  I  had  left  something  on  the 
couch  where  I  had  been  lying,  but  I  saw  nothing  there  so  I  walked  toward  him.  He 
took  my  hand,  which  seemed  to  become  part  of  his  the  moment  they  touched. 

We  walked  through  the  halls  of  the  old  country  mansion,  passing  the  people 
that  I  had  befriended  and  loved.  I  smiled  at  them  but  the}'  did  not  seem  to  notice  me. 

On  and  on  we  walked,  out  of  the  big  old-fashioned  door,  past  the  stable  and 
the  gardener's  cottage;  but  all  the  while  we  spoke  never  a  word.  Farther  and  farther 
we  went,  our  feet  hardly  touching  the  ground,  over  hill  and  dale,  past  wood  and  held, 
until  finally  after  what  seemed  an  eternal  time,  we  came  to  a  massive  hole,  full  of 
mist,  deep  in  the  ground.  The  man  led  me  down  into  the  hole  by  some  winding  stone 
steps,  which  I  could  not  see  but  knew  were  there.  Down,  down  we  went,  deep  into 
the  depths  of  the  unknown. 

Caroline  Henwood,  L.  pper  Fourth. 


BAD  KING  JOHN 


Many,  many  years  ago, 

There  lived  a  king  called  John. 
His  brother  Richard,  as  you  see, 
To  the  Crusades  had  gone. 

John  was  mean  and  very  bad 
And  when  he  made  a  rule, 

If  you  asked  him  why  it  was 
He  acted  like  a  fool. 


All  the  barons,  lords  and  such 
Got  very  tired  of  this. 

They  made  him  sign  a  document 
So  he’d  not  go  amiss. 

This  was  the  Magna  Carta 
And  after  he  did  sign, 

At  Runnymede  in  twelve-fifteen 
Everything  was  fine. 

Kathy  Common,  Upper  III 


JACK  FROST 

The  wind  was  blowing,  blowing  as  hard  as  it  could.  The  mountains  were 
covered  with  their  beautiful  white,  velvet  robe. 

The  trees  were  muttering.  “Oh,  how  wonderful  winter  is.”  And  the  echo 
repeated,  “Wonderful  winter,  wonderful  winter,”  in  his  curious  echoing  voice. 

On  a  big  cloud,  a  very  big  cloud,  all  white,  all  smooth,  sat  Jack  Frost,  smiling. 
Not  exactly  smiling  but  grinning  that  sort  of  grin  that  could  make  you  feel  warm, 
although  it  was  very  cold  outside  in  these  big  mountains. 

Suddenly  Jack  Frost  got  off  his  big  white  cloud.  The  wind  stopped  blowing, 
and  the  trees  stopped  muttering.  Everything  seemed  to  listen.  Suddenly  Jack  Frost 
spoke:  “I  shall  say  good-bye  to  all  of  you  beauties  now,  for  spring  has  come.” 

Anne  Little,  Lower  III. 
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HIE  ELK  KING 


Once  upon  a  time,  there  lived  an  Elf  King.  He  was  sixteen  and  a  half  inches 
high  and  had  a  long,  white  beard  that  reached  to  his  feet.  The  King  lived  in  a  cave; 
a  deep  dark  cave  right  in  the  middle  of  Enchanted  Wood.  The  Enchanted  Wood  was 
in  the  middle  of  a  small  quiet  valley  and  was  full  of  little  fairies  and  goblins  and  dwarfs 
that  could  turn  anyone  or  anything  into  anything.  They  lived  in  every  little  hole  in 
the  forest  and  you  could  not  step  a  foot  inside  or  one  of  them  would  see  you.  The 
King  Elf  always  had  two  helpers,  a  fairy  and  a  goblin,  to  help  him  rule  the  little 
people  of  the  valley. 

One  day,  the  King  called  everyone  to  his  cave  and  cried,  “W  e  must  have  a  war 
for  two  people  have  come  to  live  in  our  valley  and  we  must  chase  them  away.” 

“How  can  we  do  it  ?”  cried  the  fairies. 

“I  will  tell  you,”  said  the  King.  “W  e  must  keep  them  awake  at  night,  break 
their  traps,  tear  their  nets  and  ruin  their  crops.” 

So  the  fairies  began  at  once  and  that  night  the  goblins  went  around  from 
hollow  to  hollow  asking  all  the  little  woodland  creatures  to  make  loud,  scary  noises 
all  through  the  night.  The  creatures  agreed  and  made  noises  through  the  night  while 
Mr.  North  Wind  blew  the  peoples’  blankets  off  and  the  fairies  sang  near  their  windows. 

The  next  morning  Mr.  Oliver  who  lived  in  the  house  came  downstairs  and 
asked  his  wife,  “Maria,  did  you  sleep  last  night  ?” 

“No,”  she  said  as  she  popped  a  piece  of  toast  into  the  toaster.  “I  am  sorry  I 
burned  the  bacon  but  I  was  wondering  so  much  what  that  funny  noise  was  that  I 
didn't  even  smell  it  burning,” 

“I  am  going  outside  to  harvest  the  corn,”  said  Mr.  Oliver  and  he  walked  out 
of  the  house  rather  sleepily.  W  hen  he  got  to  the  field  he  found  it  beaten  to  the  ground 
by  little  fairy  feet  that  had  left  their  marks  in  the  soft  earth.  “Goodness  me1”  he 
exclaimed  and  ran  to  the  river  to  see  if  there  was  any  harm  done  to  his  fish  nets.  When 
he  got  there  he  found  great  holes  in  his  nets  and  little  knee  marks  where  the  little 
people  had  knelt  to  tear  them.  Next  he  went  to  his  traps  and  found  them  all  sprung 
with  nothing  in  them.  At  least  all  except  one,  that  had  a  tiny  cap  with  a  feather  in  it 
stuck  between  the  jaws  of  the  trap. 

This  went  on  for  a  week  and  would  have  gone  on  for  more,  if  Mr.  Oliver  had 
not  come  into  his  kitchen  on  Monday  morning  after  looking  at  his  traps  and  nets 
and  said  to  his  wife,  “Maria,  we  must  move  for  the  people  in  the  village  are  right, 
the  little  people  will  not  let  anyone  live  in  this  valley  and  never  will.” 

On  Tuesday  morning,  bright  and  early,  the  Olivers  moved  back  to  their  old 
home,  and  the  little  people  had  their  valley  to  themselves  again.  That  night  there 
was  a  great  party  at  the  King  Elf’s  cave  for  the  people  were  happy  again  and  nobody 
in  all  Ireland  dared  come  to  their  valley  again. 

Third  Form's  Essay  Prize.  Nancy  Savage,  Lower  III, 


MORNING 

When  the  sun  lights  the  sky, 

When  the  people  rub  their  eyes, 

When  roosters  from  their  perches  fly 
Then  the  golden  morning’s  nigh. 

“It’s  morning1”  the  birds  cry, 

“It’s  morning!”  says  the  butterfly. 

But  the  owl  says  with  a  sigh, 

“Hurry  night,  or  I  shall  die!” 

Pegi  Bates,  Upper  III. 


3° 


WHY  WE  RACOONS  WEAR  SPECTACLES 


It  was  all  quiet  and  still  in  the  racoon  residence  as  the  June  sun  rose  over  the 
mountain  peaks.  All  except  one  thing,  that  is,  and  that  was  the  pitter  patter  of  little 
Johnny  racoon’s  feet.  He  always  got  up  in  the  early  morning  because  he  liked  the 
early  morning  fish  that  swam  in  the  pond  outside  his  door. 

As  he  arrived  at  the  door  of  his  little  tree  house,  he  buttoned  up  his  vest, 
put  on  his  cap  and  ran  outside. 

A  soft  breeze  ran  through  his  fur  as  he  made  his  way  to  the  pond.  He  sat  on 
the  bank  to  wait  for  a  school  of  fish  to  go  by. 

As  he  was  waiting,  out  of  the  woods  sprang  a  big  brown  grizzly  bear.  The 
bear  threatened  to  eat  poor  little  Johnny  unless  he  could  tell  him  a  good  story.  (This 
was  because  the  bear  liked  stories  so  much,  that  he  would  give  up  any  meal  just  to  hear 
one.)  So  Johnny  began  rather  nervously: 

“A  long  time  ago  my  grandpa  told  me  a  story  about  how  we  racoons  got  to 
be  wearing  spectacles. 

“It  all  started  long  ago  when  there  was  a  very  curious  racoon.  He  got  a  little 
too  curious  one  day  and  wandered  off  into  the  land  of  giants. 

“There  he  found  a  rather  small  giant.  This  rather  small  giant  had  a  brush  in 
his  hand.  He  dipped  the  brush  in  a  can  of  black  stuff,  then  took  it  out  and  rubbed  it 
on  a  thing  with  two  big  wheels.  “(What  Johnny  or  any  of  his  animal  friends  didn’t 
know  was  that  the  rather  small  giant  was  painting  his  bicycle  with  black  paint.)” 
The  curious  racoon  wanted  to  see  what  was  in  the  can.  He  walked  up  to  it  and  stuck 
one  eye  in.  He  couldn’t  see  anything  so  he  stuck  in  the  other  eye,  but  he  still  couldn’t 
see  anything.  Then  he  gave  in  and  ran  off. 

“When  he  got  back  to  his  home  in  the  forest  all  the  animals  laughed  at  him. 
He  got  so  fed  up  he  went  to  Mr.  Squirrel,  Sr.  and  asked  him  what  was  so  funny. 

“Mr.  Squirrel,  Sr.  answered,  “You’ll  see  if  you  go  down  to  the  pond  and  look 
at  yourself.” 

“The  curious  racoon  did  so  and  was  amazed  to  find  that  he  owned  a  pair  of 
black  spectacles. 

“Ever  since  then  we  racoons  have  been  wearing  spectacles.” 

The  bear  was  so  pleased  with  the  story  he  let  Johnny  go  home  to  his  family. 

Katie  MacInnes,  Loiver  III. 


SPRING 

In  the  early  months  of  spring 
When  snow’s  still  on  the  ground, 

W  e  hear  the  merry  church  bells  ring 
In  joyful  notes  resound. 

The  grey  and  fluffy  pussywills 
Are  scattered  here  and  there, 

And  the  bright  red  dogwood  bush 
Is  growing  everywhere. 

Then  in  the  car  we  drive  to  town 
And  in  the  church  we  pray. 

We  thank  God  for  the  months  of  spring 
And  for  this  lovely  day. 

Susan  Fisher,  Upper  III. 
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A  W  OLF'S  TALE. 

The  chickens  were  cooped  in  their  coop  so  cosy, 

Belonging  to  little  Miss  Abigail  Posy. 

\\  hen  the  voice  of  the  lone  wolf  did  suddenly  sound, 

And  wakened  the  animals  asleep  in  the  ground. 

And  so  the  next  morning  Miss  Posy  did  find 
The  bones  of  ten  chickens  the  cow  shed  behind. 

“Oh  fie  Master  Sinner  for  stealing  the  fowl, 

Just  wait  for  the  night  when  there’s  NO  wolf’s  howl”. 

The  wolf  did  wait,  and  bye  and  bye 
There  came  a  shot  sounding  low  and  high. 

So  that  was  the  end  of  the  lone  wolf’s  life, 

And  soon  the  same  came  to  his  poor  grieved  wife. 

Janice  Hamilton,  Upper  III. 


INTERESTING  NEIGHBOURS 


My  neighbours  are  most  peculiar.  They  are  not  like  the  usual  families  of 
Browns  and  Smiths  that  one  has  residing  next  door.  They  have  lived  next  to  me  for 
eight  years  now  and  as  soon  as  they  moved  in  I  began  to  notice  their  odd  behaviour. 
You  would  think  that  after  all  these  years  we  would  have  been  introduced  but  al¬ 
though  they  are  always  chattering  on  the  doorstep,  I  have  yet  to  catch  the  name. 

I  don’t  know  what  line  of  work  the  father  is  in  but  I  have  heard  rumours  it’s 
the  storage  business.  It  must  be  an  excellent  one,  however,  for  the  family  is  certainly 
wealthy.  I  can  not  help  but  notice  the  two  daughters  and  the  mother  as  they  go  strut¬ 
ting  around  in  those  fur  coats.  Although  the  children  dress  very  well,  I  daresay  their 
mother  does  not  feed  the  poor  things  sufficiently.  Everyday  they  come  and  gaze  in 
the  kitchen  window  and  as  soon  as  I  go  to  the  window  they  run  away  with  no  ex¬ 
planation.  I  do  not  think  they  have  ever  been  taught  manners. 

Although  I  am  not  sure  where  they  have  moved  from,  it  could  easily  be  true 
that  they  were  members  of  a  circus  troop  for  they  are  all  proficient  in  acrobatics.  It 
is  great  fun  to  witness  their  antics  as  they  play  in  the  yard  and  for  the  entertainment 
they  provide  I  am  very  fond  of  them. 

Although  they  are  very  different  from  most  neighbours,  I  really  have  no  com¬ 
plaints.  They  do  not  make  an  excess  of  noise  and  they  seem  satisfactorily  clean  and 
under  the  circumstance  I  will  have  to  confess  their  behaviour  can  not  be  classified 
as  odd. 


However  my  story  must  come  to  an  end,  and  it  has  a  very  simple  one,  because 
two  days  ago  my  neighbours  were  evacuated.  They  took  no  suitcases  or  furniture 
and  they  looked  quite  calm  about  the  fact  that  their  home  had  been  destroyed.  I 
actually  felt  quite. sad  as  they  scampered  across  the  lawn  their  tails  waving  in  the 
breeze,  for  where  else  would  I  be  able  to  find  such  interesting  neighbours  now  that 
my  only  tree  had  been  cut  down  ? 

Brenda  Bridgman,  Upper  V. 


THE  TRIP 

I  am  a  guinea-pig.  My  name  is  Sixpence  and  I  live  in  the  Montreal  General 
Hospital  with  forty-nine  other  guinea-pigs.  Every  so  often  one  of  my  relatives  would 
disappear  and  would  not  re-appear.  This  did  not  worry  me,  for  the  more  that  dis¬ 
appeared  the  more  food  for  us  to  eat. 

Life  went  on  like  this  for  more  than  a  year.  Then  disturbing  rumours  went 
around  that  two  of  us  guinea-pigs  were  going  to  be  sent  to  the  moon. 

“Well,  if  it’s  me,  I  hope  they  put  “Handle  Carefully”  on  the  box,”  mumbled 
MacBeth,  who  was  eating  some  lettuce. 

However,  it  did  not  worry  us  until  one  day  MacBeth  and  I  were  chosen  to  be 
sent  to  the  moon.  MacBeth  ran  around  to  all  her  relatives  and  cried.  It  did  not  worry 
me — I  only  hoped  there  would  be  a  lot  of  food. 

On  the  great  day,  MacBeth  cried  good-bye  to  all  her  friends  and  sniffed  a 
little.  I,  however,  just  took  a  big  piece  of  lettuce  along.  It  would  probably  be  very  dull. 

We  were  put  inside  a  little  room  in  the  rocket.  Lots  of  buttons  were  going 
clink,  buzz,  beep.  I  looked  around  for  food  while  MacBeth  cried. 
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\s  1  was  eating  my  lettuce,  I  heard  a  voice  say,  “Two,  one,  zero.”  At  the  zero 
there  was  a  loud  roar  and  all  the  buttons  began  to  buzz  and  beep.  We  were  off! 

After  three  days  of  floating  around  in  the  room,  as  there  was  no  gravity,  we 
reached  the  moon.  There  was  a  thud  and  we  landed.  All  the  lights  began  to  blink  and 
buzz  and  beep. 

Mac  Beth  and  1  sat  huddled  together.  1  wished  I  had  a  big  piece  of  lettuce  to 
pass  the  time  away. 

\\  e  stayed  on  the  moon  for  one  day.  Then  with  a  roar  we  were  sent  back  down 
to  earth. 


There  we  were  greeted  with  great  cheers.  1  wished  the  people  had  thought  to 
bring  along  a  piece  of  lettuce.  Then  MacBeth  and  1  were  driven  back  to  the  hospital, 
where  our  relatives  gave  us  three  cheers. 


1  thought,  as 
place  like  home! 


ate  my  way  through  a  huge  pile  of  lettuce,  that  there  is  no 

Judith  Stewart,  Upper  IV. 


FIRST  DAY  AT  THE  NEW  SCHOOL 


I  woke  up,  not  with  a  start  as  do  heroines  of  fiction,  but  slowly  and  deliciously. 
I  had  a  pleasantly  tense  feeling  inside,  rather  like  the  feeling  on  one’s  birthday  or 
the  last  day  of  school.  It  was  a  feeling  that  something  delightful  was  imminent.  Then 
I  suddenly  remembered.  Of  course,  this  was  to  be  the  first  day  in  the  new  school! 

Washing,  dressing  and  eating  were  finished  in  a  trice,  and  1  trotted  gaily  to 
the  bus  stop  laden  with  books.  On  the  unaccustomed  route  I  met  some  of  my  class¬ 
mates  and  exchanged  anticipations  with  them.  At  last  we  arrived  at  the  new  school. 
Study  girls  were  trudging  up  the  ancient  stone  steps.  Study  girls  were  leaning  out  of 
every  window.  Study  girls  were  streaming  out  of  busses  and  cars.  We  automatically 
joined  the  rest,  gazing  all  the  while  at  the  formidable,  yet  friendly,  edifice  which  was 
to  become  our  second  home. 

Eagerly  we  picked  our  way  through  the  debris  to  the  door.  I  laid  a  hand  upon 
the  latch  and  tugged  but  the  door  remained  stationary.  Evidently  the  popular  theory 
that  everything  would  work  in  the  new  school  was  a  delusion.  Eventually  we  were 
let  in  by  a  couple  of  giggling  Lower  Thirds.  We  dashed  down  to  the  locker  room, 
found  our  lockers,  deposited  our  coats  and  started  on  a  thorough  examination  of  the 
school. 


Washrooms,  classrooms,  staffrooms,  lunchrooms,  nothing  was  sacred  to  our 
avid  curiosity.  No  fraction  of  the  building  escaped  our  gaze.  At  last,  dazzled  by  the 
splendours  of  the  school,  we  entered  our  own  classroom  and  sank  down  in  our  seats. 
I  looked  around  carefully,  soaking  in  every  detail  of  the  sunlit  room.  “How  do  you 
like  it  ?”  asked  a  friend  casually. 

“Oh,  it’s  all  right.”  I  replied,  trying  to  sound  uninterested.  But  I  know'  w'hat 
an  understatement  it  was.  I  knew  that  this,  the  first  day  in  the  new  school  would 
live  forever,  filed  away  in  the  corner  of  my  mind  reserved  for  the  unforgettable. 

Elisabeth  Martin,  Lower  V. 
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PHEUKEY  WAS  IX  A  PICKLE 


Pheukey,  the  pickled  worm,  watched  the  L  pper  Fourth  packing  his  odd 
assortment  of  friends.  They  were  being  put  in  cardboard  cartons  and  removed  from 
the  lab.  He  had  heard  that  the  Study  was  going  to  move  but  he  had  never  thought 
anything  about  it  because  he  had  lived  in  his  same  old  marmalade  jar  in  the  same  old 
wooden  cupboard  since  1930.  Xow  Pheukey  was  sorry  that  he  was  going  to  move.  He 
had  loved  his  home  and  through  his  large  picture  window  he  could  watch  each  Upper 
Fourth  from  year  to  year,  and  sometimes  Pheukey  recognized  old  Upper  Fourth 
children  which  was  a  great  thrill  to  him. 

Suddenly  an  inky  hand  belonging  to  a  certain  Judy  Parish  picked  up  Pheukey's 
jar  and  said, 

“Ugh,  what  shall  I  do  with  this  old  worm,  Mrs.  Scott  ?”  Pheukey  listened  in 
horror,  he  didn't  want  to  be  put  anywhere;  he  waited  for  the  answer. 

“You  had  better  put  him  on  the  window-sill  for  now,  the  men  will  be  moving 
that  cupboard  tomorrow.”  So  Pheukey  was  put  on  the  empty  window-sill.  He  had 
gathered  that  there  was  no  room  in  the  cartons.  Suddenly  a  bell  rang,  the  classroom 
was  in  an  uproar,  girls  were  shouting. 

“School’s  out!  Holidays!  Last  day  in  the  old  school  finished!  Yipeeeee!” 
and  other  various  assortments  of  such  remarks.  Pheukey  listened  as  the  school  echoed 
with  shouts  and  cheers,  he  had  tears  in  his  eyes  and  was  very  sad.  Xow  the  girls  were 
going  out  chatting  very  gaily  to  each  other  about  the  new  school,  but  Pheukey  didn’t 
want  to  leave  at  all. 

The  next  week  brought  warm  sunshine  into  the  bare  and  very  empty  room. 
This  cheered  him  up  a  bit,  he  yawned  and  stretched  himself  in  his  yellow  vinegar 
water  and  did  his  usual  house  cleaning.  Pheukey  was  in  the  midst  of  this,  when  he 
heard  the  roar  of  trucks,  he  looked  out  of  the  window  and  far  below  he  saw  all  kinds  of 
trucks,  cranes,  cars  and  many  men.  There  was  a  very  strange  looking  truck  with  a 
crane  and  a  large  steel  ball  hanging  by  a  cable.  Pheukey,  who  had  now  come  to  the 
conclusion  that  he  had  been  forgotten  by  the  Study  girls,  was  very  happy  to  stay  in 
his  old  home;  but  now  looking  at  the  wrecking  crew,  Pheukey  began  to  get  worried. 
Pheukey  had  a  reason  to  too,  because  the  wrecking  crew  were  just  about  to  pull  down 
the  old  building.  The  foreman  told  his  crew  that  he  w'ould  go  inside  the  building  for  a 
last  look  before  they  started.  Pheukey  was  terribly  frightened,  he  certainly  didn’t 
want  to  be  pulled  down  with  the  old  building.  He  thought  to  himself  that  a  new  home 
with  new  painted  walls  and  large  windows  would  be  rather  nice.  The  foreman  staggered 
into  the  classroom,  panting  like  an  old  horse. 

“Whew”,  he  said,  “it  would  kill  me  if  I  had  to  climb  those  stairs  three  or  four 
times.  I  don’t  know  how  they  did  it”.  Pheukey  was  very  glad  to  see  him.  He  tried  to 
catch  the  foreman’s  eye  by  jumping  up  and  down. 

“Well,  what  have  we  here  ?”  said  the  foreman,  picking  up  Pheukey  from  the 
windowsill.  “They  must  have  forgotten  old  wormy  here  in  their  move,  well,  I'll  see 
what  we  can  do  about  that.”  He  put  Pheukey  in  his  pocket,  marmalade  jar  and  all, 
and  carried  him  downstairs  and  out  of  the  building. 


“Look  bovs,  see  what  Eve  got."  The  boys  came  over  and  looked.  Some  of 
them  didn't  seem  to  like  Pheukev  very  much  and  they  drew  away  from  him. 

“I  bet  they  miss  him.  I  think  I'll  drop  by  and  give  him  to  the  school  on  my 
wav  home,"  said  the  foreman.  Lite  crew  bovs  laughed  at  the  foreman,  but  Pheukey 
was  relieved  at  this. 

“Oh,  it  will  be  nice  to  see  my  old  friends  again,”  he  thought  to  himself.  “How 
luckv  1  am  not  to  be  demolished  with  the  old  building.” 

Later  in  the  week,  Pheukey  arrived  at  the  new  school  on  Braeside  Place  by 
special  deliver}’,  lie  was  carried  to  the  lab  by  several  children.  They  were  all  sorry 
for  him,  but  relieved  to  see  that  he  had  survived  the  ordeal.  Now  Pheukey  was  put 
on  a  fresh  clean  shelf,  he  hated  to  admit  it  but  he  really  throught  that  this  was  a  nicer 
home  than  his  old  one.  Now  if  you  go  to  the  lab  and  you  look  in  the  right  place,  you 
will  s’ee  Pheukev  in  his  new  home  looking  as  proud  as  a  pickled  worm  could  be. 

Diana  Stephens,  Upper  IF. 


RAGS  TO  RICHES 

In  nineteen  hundred  sixty’s  prime. 

The  Study  dressed  anew. 

She  left  behind  her  aged  frame 
\\  hich  met  its  Waterloo. 

'Lite  atmosphere  retained  its  strength, 
No  move  could  make  it  flee. 

The  only  thing  that's  left  behind 
Is  archaeology. 

The  mirror  of  our  past  reflects 
That  spacious  little  hall! 

Our  classrooms,  though,  provide  the  site 
For  picnics  we  recall. 


But  this  lives  on  in  mind  alone 
Our  learning  home  has  changed. 

We’ll  soon  get  used  to  all  the  space 
With  little  rearranged. 

A  gym,  the  lunch  and  music  rooms, 
‘Convenience’  on  each  floor, 

\\  ith  these  and  Seaforth’s  atmosphere 
Contentment  evermore. 

On  Braeside  is  this  modern  school, 

The  Study  still  her  name. 

Her  heart  beats  out  with  friendliness. 
The  quality  we  claim. 


Jackie  Evans,  Susan  Sharp,  Sixth  Form. 


Lower  IV  Ski-ing. 


Graduation,  1959. 


.  A 


We  are  moving. 


Packing. 


Miss  Ingham 


Swimming  Class 
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MIDNIGHT’S  HOME 

Midnight,  the  black  panther,  stretched  herself  out  and,  making  sure  that  her 
cub  was  safe,  went  to  sleep.  An  hour  later  she  awoke  and  found  that  she  was  by  a 
clear  pool  which  rippled  and  whirled  as  a  merry  little  stream  rushed  into  it,  singing 
joyfullv  and  chattering  all  the  more  as  it  flowed  out  to  a  strong  river  which  bore  it 
to  the  sea. 

Midnight  remained  calmly  seated  on  the  velvety  green  moss  that  carpeted 
the  heavy  rock,  weak  with  age.  The  rock  was  one  of  the  figures  made  by  the  water  of 
centuries,  washing  against  it  for  more  than  a  million  years. 

“\\  here  is  my  cub  ?”  Midnight  wondered.  A  passing  deer  read  her  thoughts, 
“On  earth”,  he  replied.  “Where  am  1  then”,  said  the  puzzled  panther  who  stared  at 
the  deer,  “Paradise  ?”  “How  did  you  guess  ?”  said  the  deer  and  bounded  away. 

Sarah  Smith.  Upper  A. 


A  RAIN  DROP 

A  rain  drop  is  a  funny  thing, 

It  always  sets  me  wondering, 

For  whether  it  is  wet  or  dry 
It  always  looks  about  to  cry. 

Off  to  market  I  set  one  day, 

W  ith  my  basket  in  sweet  array, 

Then  a  rain  drop  said  to  me 
“Run,  run,  there  will  be  more  of  me.” 

Ellen  Horner,  Upper  A. 

WAVES  AND  FISH 

I  love  to  row  in  my  boat 

\\  hen  the  waves  are  gentle,  I  float. 

And  when  it’s  a  stormy  day 
I  put  it  carefully  away. 

\\  hen  it’s  calm  I  catch  some  fish 
I  cook  and  put  them  into  a  dish 
Oh,  how  much  I  love  the  waves, 

Roaming  free  like  the  Indian  Braves. 

Amanda  Shaughnessy,  Upper  A. 

MY  RABBIT 

I  know  a  rabbit 
Who  has  a  cute  habit. 

He’s  black  head  to  toe 

And  wherever  I  go 

He’s  following  right  behind  me. 

He’s  such  a  cute  fellow, 

He  eats  watermellow. 

He  jumps  head  over  heels 
But  not  after  meals. 

I  like  my  rabbit 
Who  has  a  cute  habit. 

When  I  ask  him  to  jump 
He  comes  down  with  a  bump. 

Jean  Simor,  Lower  A. 
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COMING  TO  CANADA 

One  day,  I  saw  a  notice  on  the  big  brick  wall  behind  our  house,  but  first  I 
must  tell  you  who  I  am.  My  name  is  Florence  and  I  live  in  France.  I  am  nineteen 
years  old  and  I  have  a  younger  sister  of  ten. 

Well,  a  notice  had  never  been  on  the  brick  wall  before  so  I  read  it;  this  is 
what  it  said.  All  ladies  who  are  interested  in  going  to  Canada  will  get  a  bag  of  gold 
if  they  go.  You  collect  the  gold  at  the  King’s  Palace.  I  was  interested  but  I  did  not 
know  the  way  to  the  palace  and  so  I  went  to  my  friend’s  house  and  she  told  me  the 
way.  I  started  off  dressed  in  my  best  dress.  I  finally  arrived  at  the  palace  where  there 
was  a  crowd  of  ladies  waiting  to  see  the  King.  After  a  little  while  of  waiting,  we  were 
admitted  to  see  him.  He  gave  the  first  lady  a  bag  of  gold  and  told  her  when  the  boat 
was  going  to  leave.  He  did  the  same  thing  to  all  the  other  ladies  too.  The  next  day  I 
said  good-bye  to  my  mother  and  sister  and  got  on  the  ship  that  was  to  take  me  to 
Canada.  When  we  got  to  Montreal,  I  got  off.  This  was  where  I  was  going  to  live.  I 
was  met  by  some  men  who  took  me  to  a  place  where  I  saw  someone  I  had  not  seen 
for  a  long  time.  It  was  my  brother.  He  had  been  one  of  the  men  who  had  come  over 
as  a  settler.  He  had  found  a  man  who  wanted  to  get  married.  When  I  saw  this  man, 
I  fell  in  love  with  him.  I  am  now  married  to  him  and  I  have  four  children. 

Elspeth  MacKay,  Lower  A. 


ANN  PEARCE 

Ann  Pearce  slowly  lowered  herself  off  the  deck  of  the  deep  sea  diving  boat, 
this  being  the  Angelfish.  The  Angelfish  escorted  every  deep  sea  diver  off  shore  for 
eighty  miles  out  at  sea. 

Ann  was  from  Cape  Cod;  she  loved  to  swim  and  living  in  Cape  Cod  as  she 
was,  there  was  no  lack  of  water  to  swim  in.  But  what  she  liked  better  than  swimming 
on  top  of  the  water  was  going  out  to  sea,  and  deep  sea  diving. 

As  the  warm  water  trickled  over  her  legs,  Ann  felt  a  surge  of  happiness,  for 
it  had  been  a  week  since  she  had  been  diving. 

“Ready  now  Miss  Pearce  ?”,  shouted  a  deck  hand.  After  adjusting  her  mask 
Ann  submerged  herself. 

Down,  down,  down,  Ann  dived,  and  when  she  reached  the  sandy  bottom,  Ann 
was  not  out  of  breath,  for  she  had  an  oxygen  tank. 

There  were  a  lot  of  coral  reefs  around,  and  Ann  stopped  to  look  at  one  weird 
shape.  Suddenly  a  strange  fish  came  towards  Ann.  She  did  not  know  it  was  a  poisonous 
fish.  Quickly  it  opened  up  his  jaws,  and  Ann  tried  to  get  away  but  she  couldn’t,  and 
the  fish  sank  his  teeth  into  her  arm.  It  stopped  only  long  enough  to  take  it’s  teeth 
out  of  her  arm,  and  then  he  swam  away  as  suddenly  as  he  had  come. 

Three  hours  passed,  and  the  men  on  the  Angelfish  grew  worried.  They  sent  a 
diver  down  and  he  brought  Ann  up.  But  it  was  too  late.  Ann  was  dead.  She  was  buried 
in  the  shallow  water  near  to  where  she  died.  Now  when  the  sun  begins  to  set  behind 
the  mountains,  an  orange  glow  falls  upon  the  white  stone  cross.  If  you  stare  at  the 
cross,  it  is  no  longer  just  a  white  stone  cross.  It  is  alive,  and  you  can  see  Ann  Pearce, 
swimming,  swimming,  swimming.  But  when  the  sun  has  completely  disappeared  from 
view,  it  is  just  a  plain  white  stone  cross. 

Kathy  Kanter,  Upper  A. 


MR.  KANGAROO 

If  I  were  you, 

Mr.  Kangaroo, 

I’d  jump  the  whole  world  through. 

I’d  jump  into  the  sky 
As  if  I  could  fly. 

And  then  I’d  be  just  like  you. 

Kathy  Stewart,  Lower  A . 
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SCHOOL  CALENDAR 


FALL  TERM 


September 

9 

.  School  re-opens 

September 

~) 

Mrs.  Harper  speaks  about  the  Save  the  Children  Fund 

September 

Z*)  ... 

.  Alan  Mills  sings  for  The  Study. 

( )ctober 

9 

.  Thanksgiving  Day  week-end. 

October 

20  .  .  . 

Annual  School  Bazaar. 

December 

10 

.  Lower  School  entertainment. 

December 

16 

Christmas  Concert. 

December 

17 

.  Christmas  Concert. 

December 

iS  .  . 

Cpper  Fourth  presents  “Mr.  Jingle”. 

December 

18  .  .  . 

School  closes  for  Christmas  Holidays. 

SPRING  TERM 

January 

7  •  •  • 

.  School  re-opens. 

January 

13  ... 

.  Public  Speaking  competition. 

February 

9  •  ■  ■ 

.  Parents’  Night. 

February 

20  .  .  . 

.  Ski  Meet. 

March 

Z  j  ... 

.  Lower  Fifth  present  “Nicholas  Nickelby 

March 

25  .  . 

School  closes  for  Easter  holidays. 

SUMMER  TERM 

April  4  ... 

.  School  re-opens. 

April  1  1 

.  Movie  about  refugees,  “The  Long  Stride”. 

April  13  .  .  . 

.  The  Study  packs  for  The  Move. 

April  14  .  . 

Moving  Day. 

April  19  ... 

.  First  Day  in  the  New  School. 

April  20  .  .  . 

Open  House  for  Parents. 

May  8  .  .  . 

Service  at  St.  James  the  Apostle  Church. 

May  10  .  .  . 

S.O.G.A.  sponsors  party  and  auction. 

May  17  .  .  . 

.  Sports  Day. 

May  23  .  .  . 

Queen  Victoria  Day  Week-end. 

June  14 

Annual  Closing  Service  at  Christ  Church  Cathedral 

June  15  ... 

.  School  Closing. 
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ROLL  CALL 


UPPER  SCHOOL 


Mu  Gamma 

Kappa  Rho 

Beta  Lambda 

Delta  Beta 

Ann  Barclay 

Jorie  Adams 

Sherrill  Christmas 

Sail}-  Baxter 

Deborah  Brakeley 

Peggy  Bates 

Susan  Clapham 

Susan  Baxter 

Brenda  Bridgman 

Suzanne  Braun 

Kathy  Common 

Barbara  Birks 

Cecil  Bryant 

Crikky  Brodhead 

Joanne  Egar 

Beverley  Birks 

Barbara  Campbell 

Sheila  Bruce 

Betty  Finnic 

Jane  Birks 

Cathy  Campbell 

Carroll  Campbell 

Jean  Finnic 

Lorna  Birks 

Jennifer  Carroll 

Jocelyn  Colby 

Eleanor  Fleet 

Judy  Bonnar 

Terry  Carton 

Rosamond  Collyer 

Jennifer  Forbes 

Mar}'  Brinsden 

Gail  Corneil 

Sherry  Cushing 

Deirdre  Harrison 

Beverley  Carter 

Penny  Corneil 

Jennifer  Dixon 

Cathy  Jarvis 

Martha  Cassils 

Diana  Covert 

Lynn  Eakin 

Joyce  Leek}' 

Roberta  deVries 

Elizabeth  Dann 

Salh'  Farrell 

June  Macarthur 

Penny  Dolman 

Susan  Darling 

Kathie  Fisher 

Mary  MacFarlane 

Jane  Evcrsficld 

Kathleen  Dorrian 

Eleanor  Francis 

Mary  MacKay 

Judy  Fisher 

Jacqueline  Evans 

Susan  Galt 

Heather  MacLean 

Susan  Fisher 

Deborah  Frosst 

Janet  Gardiner 

Joanna  MacLean 

Christy  French 

Nancy  Gardner 

Sail}'  Griffin 

Sheila  MacLean 

Linda  Frosst 

Nora  Hague 

Janice  Hamilton 

Lynn  Markham 

Elizabeth  Gilday 

Cinda  Harper 

Caroline  Henwood 

Claire  Marshall 

Lizette  Gilday 

Deirdre  Henderson 

Jane  Horner 

Nancy  McEntyre 

Leslie  Gould 

Jill  Johnson 

Linda  Jeffrey 

Cindy  Morton 

Mary  Hawken 

Joan  Johnson 

Abigail  Maclnnes 

Kippy  Murphy 

Sandra  Herron 

Joan  Johnston 

Katie  Maclnnes 

Holly  Nelson 

Jennifer  Hill 

Anne  L’Anglais 

Pamela  Owen 

Jane  Nelson 

Karen  Keator 

Sandra  Meakins 

Penny  Packard 

Sherrill  Nelson 

Cindy  King 

Jill  Moll 

Joel  Pootmans 

Judy  Parish 

Xenia  Kirkpatrick 

Joan  Moll 

Sally  Porteous 

Lynne  Parish 

Kate  Lewis 

Rosalind  Pepall 

Lilian  Stein 

Marcia  Paterson 

Anne  Little 

Joanne  Robertson 

Diana  Stephens 

Jill  Rankin 

Janet  Logan 

Gail  Russel 

Mary  Pat  Stephens 

Wendy  Rankin 

Elisabeth  Marlin 

Daphne  Saunderson 

Peggy  Tennant 

Patty  Rogers 

Darrell  McLernon 

Susan  Sharp 

Anne  Thom 

Susan  Rogers 

Diana  McLernon 

Claudia  Southam 

Marjorie  Thom 

Nancy  Savage 

Cathy  Peters 

Andrea  Stewart 

Susan  Thompson 

Lindsay  Scott 

Angela  Richardson 

Sally  Wakefield 

Joan  Thornton 

Patricia  Shannon 

Betty  Sazie 

Nancy  \\  alker 

Barbara  White 

Judith  Stewart 

Flinda  Schreiber 

Ricci  Zinman 

LOWER 

Jennifer  Tanton 

Joan  Traversy 

Martha  Trower 
Margaret  Wallace 

school 

Y’-ra  Stastny 

Joy  Thompson 

Gail  \  ictor 

UPPER  A 

LOWER  A 

UPPER  B 

LOWER  B 

Vanessa  Barnes 

Edith  Bottomley 

Susan  Cape 

Edwina  Adair 

Janet  Bentley 

Suzanne  Clark 

Andrea  Copping 

Carol  Brown 

Michele  Carpenter 

Jennifer  Colby 

Gail  Hannaford 

Jill  Campbell 

Tina  Cross 

Joy  Dietrich 

Gail  Johnston 

\  irginia  Dixon 

Ann  Esdaile 

Debbv  Dixon 

Pam  Kanter 

Kathy  Evans 

Mary  Anne  Ferguson 

Patricia  Gallagher 

Andrea  Knight 

Frances  Fyles 

Barbara  Francis 

\  irginia  Gordon 

Danielle  Kraus 

Lucy  Kerrigan 

Ellen  Horner 

Kathy  Gould 

Diana  Lafleur 

Margaret  Little 

Kathy  Kanter 

Carol  Hannaford 

Margaret  MacFarlane 

Christie  McLeod 

Lynda  Kaplan 

Carolyn  Kerrigan 

Addie  Malkus 

Suzie  Oates 

Angelika  Kater 

Yerian  Laxton 

Lauren  McCallum 

Janet  Saunderson 

Monica  Keater 

Elizabeth  Little 

Jane  Meagher 

Elizabeth  Slaughter 

Kathleen  Kirkpatrick 

Elspeth  Mackay 

Virginia  Morse 

Cynthia  Stauble 

Robin  Knight 

Susan  Mackenzie 

Anne  Nercessian 

Linda  Sutherland 

Wendy  Kyles 

Alix  Nercessian 

Penny  Park 

Andrea  Wexler 

Sarah  Larratt  Smith 

Madie  Rider 

Nancy  Roberton 

Amanda  Shaughnessy 

Roxanne  Shaughnessy 
Jean  Simor 

Kathy  Stewart 

Anne  Yuile 

Clair  Schreiber 

Penny  Smith 
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EXECUTIVE 


President: 

Vice-President: 

Secretary: 

Treas  u  rer: 

Assistant 

Treasurer: 


Mrs.  John  F.  Stairs  (Shirley  Goodall) 
4686  Westmount  Avenue. 

Mrs.  H.  Larratt  Smith  (Harriet  Mathias) 
3955  Ramezay  Road. 

Mrs.  R.  W.  Berlyn  (Judith  Dobell) 

3475A  Stanley  Street, 

Mrs.  Allen  P.  Boswell  (Mary  Hanson) 
4075  Highland  Avenue. 

Mrs.  Phillip  Aspinall  (Eve  Marler) 

400  Kensington  Avenue. 


COMMITTEE 

Mrs.  John  M.  Cape  (Betty  Ogilvie),  9045  Gouin  Blvd.  W.,  Saraguay. 
Mrs.  Brian  I.  McGreevy  (Joyce  Pyke),  1522  Summerhill  Avenue. 
Mrs.  Wm.  T.  Stewart  (Margery  Hutchison),  3218  Cedar  Avenue. 
Mrs.  Alistair  Campbell  (Barbara  Hampson),  3660  The  Boulevard. 
Miss  Diana  Johnson,  5581  Queen  Alary  Road,  Hampstead. 


PRESIDENT’S  REPORT 

Last  year  seemed  to  be  made  up  of  plans,  hopes,  and  waiting,  dashed  hopes, 
new  plans,  more  waiting.  This  year  has  been  one  of  accomplishment,  and  we  have 
seen  our  fondest  dreams  for  the  school  fulfilled.  The  Old  Girls  can  be  proud  that  they 
had  a  share  in  the  achievement. 

The  S.O.G.A.  gave  an  Open  House  Party  last  June  on  the  day  after  the  Study 
took  possession  of  the  house  on  Braeside  and  The  Boulevard.  The  Party  was  designed 
to  give  everyone  interested  in  the  school  a  chance  to  see  the  new  premises  before 
renovation;  to  point  up  the  necessity  of  the  Building  Fund  Campaign;  and  to  show 
the  changes  and  additions  needed  to  make  the  house  into  an  up-to-date,  beautiful 
school  building.  It  was  a  very  popular  event.  Hundreds  came  for  a  quick  look,  and 
stayed  to  admire  the  old  house,  and  the  architect’s  plans  for  its  metamorphosis.  Audrey 
MacDermot  made  spectacular  signs  for  every  room  in  the  house,  showing  its  future 
use,  and  members  of  the  sixth  form  took  visitors  on  tours  of  the  house.  Although  the 
Party  started  at  five,  it  was  nearly  midnight  before  the  Committee  could  clear  up 
and  go  home,  weary  but  happy  that  the  evening  had  been  a  success. 
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The  Annual  Meeting,  at  the  last  minute  switched  from  the  old  school  to  the 
new  building,  was  highlighted  by  a  spoof  of  a  television  quiz  show.  Mrs.  John  Cape 
(Betty  Ogilvie)  was  a  fast  talking  M.C.  Mrs.  1.  M.  B.  Dobell  (Isobel  Barclay),  Mrs. 
Wm.  Budden  (Diana  Grier),  Kathryn  Mason,  Ann  Powell,  and  Jane  MacFarlane 
were  the  panel  of  “experts”.  Portraying  the  characters  to  be  guessed  were  Camilla 
Porteous,  Joyce  Kirkpatrick,  Angela  Cassils.  Audience  participation  was  vociferous. 

A  new  venture  this  year — a  News  Bulletin,  was  mailed  to  all  members  of  the 
Association  in  November.  The  response  to  this  was  most  gratifying,  and  it  may  become 
an  annual  feature. 

The  new  record  released  in  the  fall,  “The  Study  Sings  Christmas  Carols”, 
was  a  sell-out  before  Christmas.  Miss  Blanchard’s  students  gave  a  remarkably  good 
performance  as  usual.  If  the  demand  for  this  record  warrants— -it  could  be  re-ordered. 

Mrs.  D.  A.  Maclnnes  (Jane  Leggat),  Mrs.  Angus  Gilday  (Rose  Robertson), 
and  most  particularly  Mrs.  D.  C.  MacCallum  (Peggy  Wilkinson),  have  put  in  a 
tremendous  amount  of  work  in  the  Campaign  Office  all  year.  We  are  very  grateful  to 
them  for  cheerfully  giving  so  much  time  and  energy  to  an  exacting  and  often  ex¬ 
asperating  job. 

No  mention  of  the  Campaign  would  be  complete  without  a  few  pages  about 
Mrs.  C.  H.  Gordon  (Margaret  Black).  However  I  will  restrain  myself.  Mrs.  Gordon 
is  a  member  of  the  Board  of  Governors  of  the  school.  Her  part  has  been  much  larger 
than  that  of  just  an  Old  Girl.  She  has  headed  the  Special  Names  division  in  a  manner 
beyond  compare,  and  has  sparked  the  Campaign  from  the  very  beginning. 

I  would  like  to  thank  all  the  Team  Captains  who  did  a  splendid  job  on  the 
canvass  of  Old  Girls.  Among  them:  Mrs.  J.  F.  D.  Amsden  (Audrey  Bovey),  Mrs. 
Phillip  Aspinall  (Eve  Marler),  Dorothy  Benson,  Angela  Cassils,  Mrs.  Murray  Cassils 
(Grace  Flintoft),  Mrs.  Hugh  Hallward  (Martha  Fisher),  Barbara  Heward,  Mrs.  John 
Jenkins  (Peggy  Fairman),  Mrs.  John  Kemp  (Patsy  Hanson),  Mrs.  D.  A.  Maclnnes 
(Jane  Leggat),  Airs.  W.  Alarcuse  (Ann  Williamson),  Camilla  Porteous,  Mrs.  G.  A. 
Rotherham  (Deborah  Stairs),  Airs.  W.  T.  Stewart  (Margery  Hutchison),  Airs.  G. 
L.  W.  Wh  ite  (Aileen  Stairs).  Many  other  Old  Girls  worked  on  the  Campaign,  dealing 
with  special  names,  and  other  categories. 

A  number  of  us  helped  when  the  school  moved  into  its  new  home  on  April 
14th.  The  most  useful  contribution  to  the  move  was  a  luncheon,  served  amidst  the 
chaos  of  the  new  lunch  room  to  all  the  workers.  Members  of  the  staff,  the  fifth  and 
sixth  forms,  parents  and  Old  Girls  took  time  off  from  unpacking,  and  thoroughly 
enjoyed  a  delicious  array  of  different  sandwich  fillings,  buttered  bread,  coffee,  etc. 
Mrs.  Brian  McGreevy  made  this  meal  almost  single-handed  and  it  was  transported 
from  her  kitchen  to  the  school  in  cars,  complete  with  paper  cups  and  plates.  These 
containers  were  most  necessary,  for  though  the  water  was  turned  on,  the  sink  drains 
were  not  connected  up,  a  fact  we  discovered  the  hard  way. 

As  the  magazine  goes  to  press,  your  hard-working  S.O.G.A.  Committee  are 
in  the  midst  of  their  latest  project:  an  Auction  and  Sale  of  furniture,  glass,  china  et  al, 
to  be  held  on  Alay  10th  in  the  new  gym.  The  new  school  building,  so  large  and  attrac¬ 
tive,  offers  unlimited  opportunities  for  future  projects.  The  Old  Girls  Association, 
along  with  the  school,  is  entering  an  era  where  lack  of  space  need  no  longer  cramp 
our  style. 

Shirley  Stairs. 
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Three  Generations  of  Study  girls— Mrs.  R.  J.  Dawes  (Oslo  Cains),  Mrs.  Peter  Yuile  (Elizabeth  Dawes),  Anne  Yuile,  and  Jane  caught  by  the  camera 
as  they  prepare  to  enter  the  Turnabout  Shop.  Anne  is  the  first  of  the  third  generation  of  Study  girls. 


TURNABOUT  SHOP,  INC. 


BOARD  OF  DIRECTORS  1959-do 
President:  Mrs.  Lome  H.  Walls 

Jice-President:  Mrs.  James  K.  Hugessen(and  Public  Relations) 
Secretary:  Mrs.  Gerald  L.  W.  White 
Treasurer:  Miss  Kathryn  Mason 
Asst.  Treasurer:  Mrs.  A.  M.  Wright 

Mrs.  J.  W.  Farrell  (Investigation  Committee) 

Mrs.  Peter  Kerrigan:  Pricing  Chairman 

Mrs.  A.  M.  Cloutier:  Asst.  Pricing  Chairman 

Airs.  Peter  Yuile:  Chairman  of  Volunteers 

Airs.  H.  E.  Sutherland:  Asst.  Chairman  of  Volunteers 

Aliss  Barbara  Heward:  Display  Chairman 

Airs.  Philip  H.  Alackenzie:  Asst.  Display  Chairman 

Airs.  Ross  Newman:  Storage  and  Price  Adjusting 

Airs.  Gwyneth  Good:  Tagging 

Airs.  W.  Pierce  Gould:  Rejects 

The  Turnabout  Shop  has  now  completed  another  very  eventful  year.  At 
Christmas  time  we  were  faced  by  a  double  blow,  the  imminent  loss  of  Airs.  Arthur, 
our  bookkeeper  and  assistant  Shop  Alanager,  and  then  of  Airs.  Palmer,  our  Shop 
Alanager  for  so  many  years.  Airs.  Palmer,  whom  we  are  all  very  sorry  to  lose  after  so 
long  and  successful  an  association,  has  decided  to  pay  a  visit  to  England  to  see  her 
daughter,  and  have  a  well-earned  holiday.  Airs.  Arthur  was  forced  to  resign  by  the 
death  of  her  mother  which  made  her  presence  at  home  necessary  for  a  time.  To  take 
Airs.  Arthur’s  place  as  bookkeeper  we  were  very  fortunate  in  being  able  to  find  Airs. 
Kay  Bundock  at  very  short  notice,  an  experienced  bookkeeper,  who  soon  entered 
into  the  spirit  of  the  Turnabout  Shop.  Next,  after  an  absence  of  several  months,  Airs. 
Arthur  found  herself  able  and  willing  to  return  to  work  at  the  Shop,  and  so  came  back 
to  us  as  Shop  Alanager. 

The  Board  of  the  Turnabout  Shop  has  also  had  its  vicissitudes.  Barbara 
Walls,  our  very  conscientious,  able  and  popular  President,  had  to  resign  at  the  end 
of  January  from  the  active  Presidency,  though  her  advice  has  been  very  helpful  to  us 
whenever  we  have  appealed  to  her.  I  took  her  place  as  Acting  President,  while  Alary 
Hugessen  took  over  the  Secretary’s  job.  Thanks  to  the  groundwork  laid  by  Barbara, 
I  think  that  we  can  say  things  have  gone  ahead  smoothly.  The  business  of  the  Turn¬ 
about  Shop  has  been  increasing  steadily  this  last  year,  and  though  expenses  have  also 
been  increasing,  we  have  found  ourselves  in  a  position  to  give  $4,750  to  the  Study 
Pension  Fund.  This  sum  is  $1,000  more  than  we  were  able  to  give  last  year. 

Our  Directors  and  our  Volunteers  have  been  as  able  and  efficient  as  usual. 
On  behalf  of  the  Board  I  should  like  to  thank  all  of  you  who  contributed  in  any  way 
to  the  successful  running  of  the  Shop. 

Our  windows  again  this  year  have  reached  new  high  standards  of  appeal  and 
imagination.  Our  Display  Chairman  and  helpers  have  also  been  responsible  for  the 
“new  look”  of  the  outside  of  the  shop,  of  which  we  are  all  very  proud. 

Two  important  changes  in  policy  have  been  made  this  year.  In  January  it 
was  decided  to  discontinue  the  notification  of  suppliers  when  the  time  came  to  take 
off  the  shop  floor  any  items  not  considered  saleable.  Our  list  of  suppliers  now  numbers 
nearly  3,000  and  the  work  involved  and  time  wasted  in  trying  to  reach  them  by 
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telephone  was  prohibitive.  We  accept,  on  a  50-50  basis,  only  those  articles  which  we 
feel  practically  sure  we  can  sell.  Donations,  of  course,  are  always  welcome,  as  they 
present  no  problems  at  all,  but  are  sheer  profit  to  the  Shop. 

Other  articles,  if  much  treasured  by  the  owner,  can  be  kept  track  of  by  the 
owner,  and  taken  home,  if  the  owner  likes  to  call  and  do  this  herself.  Otherwise,  if  we 
cannot  sell  clothes,  we  give  them,  in  the  course  of  time,  either  to  the  Salvation  Army, 
or  to  Family  Welfare  .  .  .  occasionally  to  a  church  rummage  sale,  and,  by  request  of 
the  supplier,  to  the  Junior  League  Bargain  Box. 

The  second  important  change  in  our  policy  has  to  do  with  Board  members. 
It  was  decided  this  year  that  we  should  welcome  as  Board  members  not  only  Study 
Old  C 1  i rls,  but  parents  of  Study  girls,  and  any  other  friends  who  were  interested 
enough  to  want  to  help  us  in  our  work.  By  the  time  this  is  in  print,  next  year’s  Board 
will  have  been  announced  and  I  believe  at  least  one  member  will  be  from  this  new 
category. 


We  are  all  very  sorry  to  be  losing  from  the  Board  this  year  the  following 
members:  Barbara  Heward,  Sonia  Newman,  members  since  1956;  Barbara  Walls  and 
Gwyneth  Good,  members  since  1957,  and  Mary  Hugessen,  a  member  since  1958.  To 
all  of  them  the  Turnabout  Shop  Boards  in  the  future  must  be  grateful  for  their  de¬ 
voted  service,  and  for  the  imagination  shown  by  them  in  laying  the  groundwork  for 
our  Shop,  so  far  the  only  long  term  Study  Old  Girls’  money  making  project  in  existence. 

We  are  extremely  grateful  to  our  Treasurer,  Kathryn  Mason,  that  in  spite 
of  the  very  tiring  work  that  falls  to  her  lot,  in  addition  to  her  full  time  job  as  a  lawyer, 
she  has  very  generously  agreed  to  help  us  out  in  this  capacity  for  another  year.  W7e 
hope  that  we  may,  before  long,  find  some  way  to  relieve  her  of  this  very  heavy  re¬ 
sponsibility. 

More  than  ever  have  we  felt  this  year  that  the  Turnabout  Shop  is  filling  a  real 
need  in  the  community.  May  I  thank  once  again  the  Board,  all  the  volunteer  workers, 
and  our  Shop  Manager  and  Assistant  Manager,  for  the  effort  they  put  into  the  work, 
in  order  to  try  to  bring  about  this  result. 

Aileen  White. 


PRICERS  AND  VOLUNTEERS 

Mrs.  Donald  G.  Mackay,  Mrs.  A.  C.  De  Pass,  Mrs.  Douglas  Bourke,  Mrs. 
W  .  K.  Davidson,  Mrs.  I7.  W.  Fairman,  Airs.  J.  M.  Savage,  Mrs.  T.  B.  Shaughnessy, 
Mrs.  R.  C.  Scrivener,  Mrs.  N.  M.  Fowler,  Mrs.  J.  S.  Stephens,  Mrs.  K.  T.  MacFarlane, 
Mrs.  J.  W.  Jenkins,  Mrs.  Donald  French,  Mrs.  D.  V.  Robertson,  Airs.  Gordon  Trower, 
Mrs.  It.  F.  Christmas,  Mrs.  A.  G.  Thom,  Mrs.  C.  F.  Coristine,  Mrs.  R.  E.  Harrison, 
Mrs.  G.  A.  Gaherty,  Mrs.  M.  Peers,  Mrs.  J.  Gadbois,  Mrs.  L.  H.  Packard,  Mrs.  J.  C. 
Cushing,  Mrs.  Barry  Porteous,  Mrs.  J.  M.  Evans,  Mrs.  David  Carling,  Mrs.  Roland 
Watt,  Mrs.  A.  B.  McCall,  Mrs.  A.  P.  Lafleur,  Mrs.  A.  T.  Thom,  Mrs.  J.  E.  Birks, 
Mrs.  R.  Birks,  Mrs.  G.  A.  Copping,  Mrs.  L.  M.  Nelson,  Mrs.  J.  A.  Carpenter,  Mrs. 
Guy  lusher,  Mrs.  Howard  Smith,  Mrs.  D.  H.  Starkey,  Mrs.  D.  K.  Stewart,  Mrs. 
R.  D.  P.  Gilday,  Mrs.  J.  F.  C.  Dixon,  Ms.  W  .  J.  Stauble,  Mrs.  J.  G.  Kirkpatrick, 
Mrs.  J.  M.  Esdaile,  Mrs.  W  .  M.  Dietrich. 


46 


THE  STUDY  OLD  GIRLS’  NEWS 

Again,  we  must  repeat  our  old  cry  “but  nobody  tells  us  anything’’.  If  you 
have  news  or  know  some  interesting  things  about  other  old  girls  who  are  perhaps  too 
modest  to  tell  us,  please  send  it  to  the  S.O.G.A.,  c/o  The  School.  We  now  have  our 
own  space  in  the  new  building — wonderful  isn’t  it  ?  However,  the  newspapers  have 
been  featuring  pictures  and  articles  about  some  of  our  Old  Girls  and  we  have  gleaned 
bits  here  and  there  to  add  to  this  column. 

Harriet  Hill  of  the  Gazette  wrote  a  long  article  on  our  own  Barbara  Whitley 
who  so  often  comes  to  the  rescue  of  the  S.O.G.A.  We  know  her  for  her  amusing  com¬ 
mentaries  for  Turnabout  Fashion  Shows  or  her  humorous  monologues  which  are  in 
great  demand  by  the  C.B.C.  and  the  Knowlton  Playhouse.  She  was  once  a  de-coder 
for  the  Red  Cross,  is  a  Past-President  of  the  Junior  League,  served  on  the  Board  of 
the  Association  of  Junior  Leagues  of  America  and  has  just  retired  as  President  of  the 
Montreal  General  Hospital’s  Women’s  Auxiliary  after  an  “outstanding  contribution.’ 

The  Junior  League  is  now  headed  by  more  Study  Old  Girls  with  Tinker  Bell 
Henderson  as  President  and  Joan  Fraser  Ivory  as  1st  \  ice-President.  Peggy  Robinson 
Meighen  looked  stunning  on  the  Social  Page  as  Chairman  of  this  year's  Charity  Ball 
(not  to  mention  last  year’s).  Harriet  Hill  also  wrote  a  column  about  her  and  her 
activities  from  Junior  League,  W;elfare,  Church  and  Hospital  work  to  politics.  We  find 
that  on  most  of  these  committees,  there  are  always  one  or  two  Old  Girls  doing  their 
bit — in  fact,  they  are  too  numerous  to  mention  at  this  time.  However,  we  cannot 
omit  Joyce  Pyke  McGreevy  (who  is  a  past-president  of  the  S.O.G.A.  and  an  invaluable 
member  of  the  present  committee)  who  has  been  elected  President  of  the  Children’s 
Library  (Adrienne  Hanson  Cobbett  is  Vice-President)  and  is  also  very  active  with 
the  Y.W  .C.A.  and  Church  work.  Claire  Fisher  Kerrigan  is  now  the  President  of  the 
Marriage  Counselling  Centre.  Kathleen  Rosamund  Stavert  is  Provincial  Commissioner 
of  the  Girl  Guides. 

Sheila  Mappin  Arthur  who  was  formerly  on  the  editorial  staff  of  the  Gazette 
is  now  helping  her  husband  on  the  C.B.C.  where  they  teach  French  the  easy  way. 
“C’est  la  Vie”  consists  of  brief  French  plays  designed  for  English  listeners  who  “have 
only  a  sprinkling  of  French”  (Sheila  has  more  than  a  sprinkling!). 

Did  you  know  that  the  head  of  the  Bah’ai  movement  is  a  Study  Old  Girl  ? 
She  is  Alary  Maxwell  who  is  living  in  Haifa  and  wants  to  be  remembered  to  her 
friends  here. 

Sonia  Stairs,  daughter  of  S.O.G.A.  President  Shirley  Goodall  Stairs,  and  an 
Old  Girl  herself,  lost  out  by  a  narrow  margin  for  Queen  of  Bishop’s  University  W  inter 
Carnival.  W  e  are  used  to  seeing  Carlyn  Kruger  Dodd’s  name  on  the  Skiing  headlines 
but  she  also  makes  the  news  for  golf  and  is  the  lady  champion  at  Elm  Ridge. 

There  are  many  old  girls  living  abroad,  Sydney  Fisher  Duder  is  living  in  Tokyo, 
where  her  son  was  born.  Eve  Osier  Hampson’s  son  was  born  in  Accra,  the  capital  of 
Ghana,  where  their  home  is  now.  Virginia  Frith  Howe  lives  in  Gambia  in  East  Africa — 
she  has  twins.  If  it  were  not  for  Prince  Andrew,  Her  Majesty  Queen  Elizabeth  was 
going  to  stay  with  them  on  her  proposed  trip  to  Africa;  the  Palace  had  their  house  in 
Gambia  completely  redecorated  for  them,  so  it  must  have  been  an  anticlimax  to  have 
had  the  Royal  Visit  cancelled  or  postponed. 

An  S.O.G.A.  name  to  watch  in  the  art  world  is  that  of  Marjorie  Stevenson 
’Winslow  who  is  getting  quite  a  reputation  for  her  ability.  She  had  an  excellent  bust 
of  the  Chancellor  of  McGill  University  displayed  in  the  ’59  Spring  Exhibition  and  has 
had  a  recent  showing  of  her  paintings  and  sculpture  at  the  Museum. 
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We  congratulate  a  number  of  Old  Girls  on  academic  honours.  Anna  Guthrie 
has  just  been  awarded  a  scholarship  in  Law  for  post-graduate  study  outside  Canada, 
which  she  plans  to  use  next  year.  Hilary  Thomas  last  year  carried  four  scholarships 
and  graduated  with  the  highest  honours  in  Chemistry  and  the  Anne  Molson  Prize, 
and  is  now  lecturing  at  McGill.  Anne  Hale  wrote  her  Senior  Matriculation  papers 
from  Neuchatel  and  won  first  class  honours  with  two  scholarships.  Marilyn  Maughan 
in  her  first  year  at  McGill  won  a  Lhiiversity  Scholarship,  and  Sonia  Stairs  at  Bishops 
won  the  George  H.  Montgomery  Memorial  Scholarship.  Wendy  Stevenson  also  won 
a  scholarship  at  Bishops  and  Phoebe  Redpath  in  her  fourth  year  at  Dalhousie  Uni¬ 
versity  has  won  another  scholarship,  her  third.  Susan  Cushing,  Gail  Gnaedinger,  Anna 
Guthrie  and  Margaret  Robertson  graduated  from  McGill  last  year.  Hana  Schneider 
graduated  from  the  Montreal  General  Hospital. 

As  we  go  to  press  we  learn  that  Sonia  Stairs  has  won  a  scholarship  to  the 
Lhiiversity  of  British  Columbia. 


MARRIAGES 

Judith  Ballon  to  Norman  Levy 
Wilsie  Baxter  to  Alan  Frosst 
Fiona  Bogert  to  Anson  McKim 
Judith  Dobell  to  Robin  Berlyn 
Diana  Gaherty  to  Michael  Peers 
Diana  Hamilton  to  Charles  Eddy 
Elizabeth  Hastings  to  Peter  Beswick 
Joan  Kimber  to  Denis  Drummond 
Sandra  AlacDougall  to  Thomas  Newton 
Judith  McGreevy  to  Carl  McCallum 
Greta  Morris  to  Lt.  Col.  A.  J.  R.  Stethem 
Judith  Northey  to  Leslie  Keith  Lawes 
Elizabeth  Vale  to  Dr.  John  Gilray 
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BIRTHS 

and  Mrs.  John  F.  Amsden  (Audrey  Bovey),  a  son 

and  Mrs.  Ian  Bovey  (Diana  Wright),  a  son 

and  Mrs.  Murray  Cassils  (Grace  Flintoft),  a  daughter 

and  Airs.  S.  F.  Duder  (Sidney  Fisher),  a  son 

and  Airs.  George  Hampson  (Eve  Osier),  a  son 

and  Airs.  John  L.  W.  Hancock  (Diana  Mather),  a  daughter 

and  Airs.  Nicholas  Hardinge  (Zoe  Molson),  a  son 

and  Airs.  James  Hugessen  (Mary  Stavert),  a  son 

and  Airs.  James  H.  Jarrett  (Eleanor  Lindsay),  a  daughter 

and  Mrs.  Stephen  Keynes  (Mary  Hugessen),  a  son 

and  Airs.  Orla  Larsen  (Margaret  Notman),  a  son 

and  Airs.  William  Stauble  (Jean  Rutherford),  a  daughter 

and  Airs.  A  Patrick  Wickham  (Dorothy  Downes),  a  daughter 


DEATHS 

It  is  to  our  sorrow  that  we  must  report  two  deaths  and  we  offer  our  sincefest 
sympathies  to  their  families: 

Mrs.  W  illiam  F.  S.  Carter  (Joyce  Alary  Wynn) 

Mrs.  J.  F.  Edgecombe  (Jean  Angus) 
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